NORTHWEST 


» 
4 
ey 
ax? - 


NWR’s FALL-WINTER ISSUE 
sold out thirty days after publication. 
Two hundred more copies the cur- 
rent issue are the press. 

GLEN ALPS (art section) teaches 
the School Art the Univer- 
sity Washington. Other information 
about him may found the art 
section. 

JAMES BINNEY (two poems) 
professor English West Ches- 
ter State College. His poems, stories 
and articles have appeared ATLAN- 
TIC MONTHLY, FIDDLEHEAD, 
UNIVERSITY KANSAS CITY 
REVIEW, WESTERN HUMANI- 
TIES REVIEW and others. ARI- 
ZONA QUARTERLY awarded him 
one their yearly poetry prizes. 

CASSILL (Winchester Pa- 
pers) has contributed two short stories 
NWR. One them, “The First Day 
School,” was republished BEST 
ARTICLES AND STORIES and ina 
Japanese magazine. His stories have 
been widely anthologized. Cassill lives 
New York. 

ANN FABER (art section) 
Seattle art expert who has followed 
with increasing interest the career 
Glen Alps. 

GEORGE HITCHCOCK (Sailor’s 
Rest) Oregonian who migrated 
San Francisco, where writes 
stories and plays and also edits the 
SAN FRANCISCO REVIEW. This 
Hitchcock’s second story appear 
NWR. 

ROBERT HOEFT (Zebra) 
student General Studies the Uni- 
versity here, attended the University 
Mexico and writing novel. 
ROBERT KAPLAN (TV Class) 
teaches English the University 


CONTRIBUTORS AND NOTES 


Oregon. has published articles 
EXPLICATOR, and TODAY’S 
SPEECH, and poems small maga- 
zines. 

JOSEPH LANGLAND (The 
Almost Poem and the Poem) 
associate professor English the 
University Massuchusetts. His sec- 
ond volume poetry, HARUSPI- 
CATING THE VALLEY VIEW 
FARM, will appear soon. ex- 
pected for poetry readings the Uni- 
versity Washington April and 
Portland April 20. 

MARTIN MEISSNER (Organiza- 
tion Man Disturbed) research 
fellow sociology the University 
Oregon. worked the book pub- 
lishing business Germany, became 
Canadian citizen and won the Mac- 
Kenzie King Scholarship industrial 
relations. 

HERBERT ORRELL (The Salva- 
tion Machine) technical editor 
Long Island who once wrote instruc- 
tion manuals analog computers for 
the armed forces. This story his first 
published fiction. 

KENNETH PORTER (Grand- 
father) received his PhD from Har- 
vard 1936 and teaches history the 
University Oregon. has written 
five volumes business history and 
four poetry, including CHRIST 
THE BREADLINE, THE HIGH 
PLAINS and RAIN FROM 
THESE CLOUDS. His poems ap- 
pear NEW POEMS AMERI- 
CAN POETS. 

RICK RUBIN (Mountain 
Climb) native Portland who 
studied Lewis and Clark and Stan- 
ford, and then worked ski in- 
structor, crap-table shill, waiter and 
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copywriter. His work has appeared 
ESQUIRE, ELLERY QUEEN’S 
MAGAZINE, ADAM, and other pub- 
lications. 

WILLIAM SAYRES (Cranston 
Sembler) who appeared the last 
issue NWR, social anthropol- 
ogist with the University the State 
New York whose poems and stories 
have appeared widely the literary 
quarterlies. His novel SONOTAW 
was published last year. 

SUSAN SMITH (two poems) 
grew Shanghai and Southern 
California Director for the Great Books 
Foundation. Her poems have appeared 
WESTERN HUMANITIES RE- 
VIEW, ACCENT and ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 

MILDRED WESTON (The Man 
the House) teaches English Holy 
Names College and native Wash- 
ington. She has published twenty-seven 
poems various periodicals since 

ROBERT HUNTER WILBUR 
comparative literature Columbia. 
While residence the Sorbonne, 
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became admirer Ionesco’s plays. 
His article Conrad Aiken appeared 
NWR, Spring 1959. 

JACK WILKINSON (Images 
Man) paints pictures and teaches art 
the University Oregon. has 
exhibited the Museum Art 
Paris and various U.S. museums. 

NOTES: Felix Anselm’s aphorism 
which appeared page NWR’s 
last issue should have read “the right 
way living supposed the 
trading time for money while one 
young, that one can trade money for 
time when one old.” The word “way” 
was omitted Advisory Board mem- 
ber Stanley Pierson going away 
study Ireland for year and will 
missed NWR sponsoring crea- 
tive arts competition among Oregon 
high schools and prize-winners will re- 
ceive scholarships Advisory board 
member James Hall goes sabbati- 
cal next fall. His new novel RACES 
Berman’s taped interview here 
scheduled for the summer 1960 NWR 
Adios. 


All that 
MEN 


WHO ARE 
DOING SOMETHING 


nothing. The inscription enjoys prominent position 
Judge Virgil office Portland. Called Ore- 
foremost authority domestic relations and 
juvenile matters, Judge Langtry definitely man 
who doing something. Read “Portrait Tough 
April-May issue Old Oregon, University 
Oregon Alumni publication. Subscribe today, and 
learn more about men who are doing something— 
University Oregon faculty and alumni. Only 
year: address Alumni Assn., Eugene, Oregon. 
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IONESCO PARIS: SOPRANOS 
RHINOCEROSES 


Eugene Ionesco has written about his earlier plays that they took 
root not from idea character, but always from one two moods 
“dark.” the first mood, the “light,” his feeling that 
“the world dream-like, the walls are longer solid, seem 
able see through everything into spaceless universe made 
pure light and color.” the second, the “dark,” light grows 
heavy, the transparent becomes dense, the universe crushing me. 
curtain, impassable wall stands between and the world, between 
and myself; matter fills every corner, takes all the space, and its 
weight annihilates all freedom.” 

the first these moods which created Ionesco’s first complete 
farces, the “anti-plays” which there consecutive sense, which 
all turned upside down, which there nothing but mockery 
the world. The Bald Soprano the first these, and was success 
such distinct originality that couid not have been repeated. 
theatrical freak. Though probably not the best, must the most 
absolute farce that has ever appeared stage. mockery 
speech, mockery character, mockery the theatre, and mockery 
mockery. That why Ionesco subtitled “anti-play.” 

Paris last year, lonesco was clearly the playwright the year. The 
tiny Théatre Huchette was the third year its revival The 
Bald Soprano and The Lesson. Another theatre drew good audiences 
with revival Victimes devoir Duty”) and the stage 
creation Ionesco’s first full-length play, Tuer sans gages (“Killer 
without brought even the most reluctant the French drama 
critics into concord praise. There was tense expectation this 
year’s creation the latest Rhinocéros. 

The Bald Soprano admittedly inspired Assimil language 
text, popular French teach-yourself series which the student simply 
repeats over and over himself series disconnected, humorous 
ridiculous phrases and anecdotes, until his subconscious begins grasp 
the structure the language. The Bald Soprano pot-pourri just 
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such ridiculous, disconnected anecdotes and banal conventional con- 
versational exchanges. rather unusual genesis playwright, 
through the inspiration language text-book. Not that The Bald 
Soprano likely ever become classic. But had never 
written would probably never have written these recent full-length 
plays. And they are indeed fine theatre. 

one the many unconnected sets comments and stories which 
make The Bald Soprano, Mr. and Mrs. Martin, the sitting room 
friends for whom they are waiting, start the scene they are perfect 
strangers. They gradually discover (“That curious! How very bi- 
zarre! And what coincidence! Perhaps was there that saw you?” 
“Tt indeed possible that is, not unlikely. But don’t recall it, dear 
that they are from the same city, left that city the same time, 
the same train, and the same and that London 
they are staying the same street, the same house, the same 
(“How bizarre, curious, strange! Then, madame, live the same 
and sleep the same bed, dear lady. perhaps there that 
have met!” “How curious and what coincidence! indeed pos- 
sible that have met there. But not recall it, dear Further- 
more, they each have daughter the same age and the same name; 
and each these daughters has one red eye and one white eye. There- 
fore Mr. Martin concludes that dear lady, believe that there 
can doubt about it, have seen each other before and you are 
own wife Elizabeth, have found you again 

While the reunited Martins embrace, the maid enters. She turns 
the audience and announces that the Martins are mistaken, that they 
have not found one another, that they not know fact who they are. 
The proof this, the maid informs, that the two daughters in- 
volved, each having one eye red and one eye white, Mr. Martin’s 
daughter has the left eye red and the right eye white, whereas with Mrs. 
Martin’s daughter the colors are reversed. Thus the entire train 
logical discovery the Martins their own identity, which they have 
built step step with seemingly impeccable logic, collapses the 
basis one additional fact. The distrust supposedly logical human 
reasoning which Ionesco shows this anecdote The Bald Soprano 
appears repeatedly his theatre. 

Unique, bizarre, and amusing may be, what does The Bald 
Soprano amount to? epitome farce, satire conventional in- 
sipidity. Ionesco had proven that after every rule unity action 
theatrical sense plot had been broken, there remained comedy. But, 
one English critic remarked after the London production the play, 
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was “nothing that Guillaume Apollinaire couldn’t have done standing 
his head nor for that matter was either Ionesco’s next plays 
(The Lesson and Jack) equal dramatic satiric effect Alfred 
Jarry’s Ubu Roi (first produced 1896) which was revived last year 
with great success the Théatre National Populaire. Jarry, along with 
Beckett and Kafka, certainly one the formative influences upon 
Ionesco. has repaid the debt was probably his conditioning 
the French audience which made possible the successful stage reap- 

Since his earliest pieces, there has been steady progression 
Ionesco’s theatre away from the pure nonsense. Not 
that has given nonsense. just that has learned put non- 
sense good use the construction finely artistic plays. Probably 
the first time that Ionesco’s method and thought coalesce create 
really fine dramatic theatre The Chairs. 

The Chairs starts empty room with old man and old woman. 
They are very old, and remind one little the old men Beckett 
novel, like Malone Dies. They are the type old couple forever 
talking what has been and what might have been. But they have 
personalities, these and the first time Ionesco’s theatre that 
his characters are more than talking figures, that they develop distinct 
and real individuality. 

This old couple lives house surrounded the sea; and though 
the Old Man might have been “head president, head doctor, head 
marshal, only had had some ambition life,” this house 
only caretaker, “Marshal The Old Man has spent his 
time study, and now the end his life has message—he has 
the salvation the world, the message that will solve all problems, put 
all right. has invited everybody importance—doctors, lawyers, 
intellectuals, bureaucrats—to audience which his message will 
delivered. Only, because himself not good talker, because 
afraid that will spoil everything with his nervousness, has arranged 
have Orator deliver the message the assembled multitude for 
him. The Orator will not appear until the finale the body the play 
taken with the greeting the guests the Old Man and his wife. 
These guests not flesh appear. The audience hears the sound 
their arrival boat the house the Old Man; hears the greetings 
the Old Man and his wife sees the chairs brought forward which 
the guests are supposedly seated hears the Old Man and Woman 
conversation with the guests, but there are guests. The exchanges are 
varied, but for the most part occasionally there are pitches 
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greater verbal activity, the Old Couple’s shocked observation 
the attempt one the guests, the Colonel, flirt with one the 
women guests. find again here the typical Ionesco tenet that ordi- 
nary conversation and reactions are trite and ridiculous that need 
only fresh observation—here the mechanism the one-sided convers- 
ations the Old Couple with their non-existent guests—to become self- 
satirizing. 

Suddenly the first trickle guests becomes torrent. Boats bump 
the quay, the doorbell rings, the Old Man and Old Woman become 
panicky and discoordinated. The Old Man races the door greet the 
guests, the Old Woman scurries and out the wings, bringing chairs 
for the guests sit on. There are half-dozen doors leading onto the 
stage, and the Old Woman scuttles frantically from one another 
gathering chairs fast she can. The Old Man and Old Woman keep 
conversation with the guests best they can their growing activity 
and confusion course their statements become more and more sense- 
less and disordered. The Old Man continues talk with assurance 
his “great Suddenly, The Emperor arrives (he too, course, 
the Old Man and Woman are overjoyed beyond words 
his hoped-for but unexpected appearance their audience. Now the 
room, full over-loading empty chairs (material objects closing 
lonesco his “dark” mood, says) awaits only The Orator. 


The Orator appears. real person. smiles, bows, intro- 
duced the imaginary Emperor, signs autographs. The Old Man and 
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Old Woman, with final tears, recommendations their great “world- 
saving message,” and farewells, jump out the windows into the ocean. 
hear the splashes they drop into the water. Attention turns The 
Orator. 

The Orator waves his hands, grunts, mm,mm. Ju, gou, 
hou, hou. Heu, heu, gou, makes signs which convey 
the audience that deaf-mute. The curtain falls. 

The point the play obvious enough: that any pretension the 
formulation philosophy, any belief the “rightness” any theory 
life, leads self-deception and necessarily futile attempts ex- 
plain convince others. There system “message” which 
can save the world. 

Note the construction the play. essentially gimmick—that 
the empty chairs—with comic elaboration and surprise, anti- 
climactic, pointedly meaningful ending. The construction around gim- 
mick, rather than terms anything approaching ordinary plot, 
the characteristic the French theatre, that Beckett, Ionesco, 
and Arthur Adamov. Beckett’s Godot the entire story simply the 
gimmick the “waiting”; the action the play alternation 
comic and pathetic incidents, while the tension and curiosity the 
audience mounts, only left with inconclusive ending. Bec- 
kett’s Endgame the gimmick the two personages living the ash- 
cans, and the imminent end the world. Arthur Adamov’s best play, 
Ping-Pong (also available English translation Evergreen Press 
the gimmick that using pin-ball machine meta- 
phor for life and the state “in Italy,” one the characters 
announces, things are bad that “Just imagine! Their pin-ball ma- 
chines don’t even have flippers 

Ionesco’s first full-length play was Tueur sans gages without 
Pay” perhaps “Killer without Motive”), produced Paris Febru- 
ary 1959. The play was critical and popular success. had suc- 
ceeded putting his inimitable style into complete and sustained long 
play. The second full-sized Ionesco play, titled Rhinocéros, was pub- 
lished June 1959. was first produced German translation, the 
Shauspielhaus Dusseldorf, the following November, and was received 
there with critical and popular acclaim. was produced Paris 
January 1960 the famed company Jean-Louis Barrault the 
revered Odéon theatre (formerly belonging the Comédie Frangaise) 
given Barrault only this year André Malraux Minister Culture. 
Although some the avant-garde were disappointed that had 
Rhinocéros written readily comprehensible and coherent play, sub- 
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ordinating his use burlesque and satire unity theatrical effect, 
the play was again popular triumph. Broadway production being 
planned Leo Kerz for next Fall. 

Both Tueur sans gages and Rhinocéros have the same same hero, 
Monsieur Bérenger. This reappearance the central character under- 
lies the consistency moral and social concern the two plays. Béren- 
ger ordinary, pleasant, moderately intelligent middle-class man, 
average age, size, height, etc., who happens have moral conscience. 
not even particularly do-gooder. But does have somewhere 
heart the good his fellow man. man ordinary common sense, 
but with the one unordinary quality being strangely resistant the 
vagaries and mass fallacies which sweep the minds other people. 
might thought fine example what Albert Camus called the 
man “bonne volonté.” 

the opening Tueur sans gages Bérenger stage with the 
Architect, City-Planner. The Architect has the methodical, functional 
mind all bureaucrats, but has succeeded something extra-ordinary 
—he has built Dream City. the midst all the dirty, rainy, cold, 
grey, crowded dwelling areas the metropolis, the Architect has suc- 
ceeded creating the City Light, where always sunny and spring- 
time, and skies are always blue—the city where man would ever 
happy. Bérenger praises the genius the Architect and exultantly ex- 
presses his enthusiasm for this wonderful City Light. Thinking 
his own gloomy life and his own gloomy street and dwelling, Béren- 
ger tries explain what life this new city would mean him. 
mine. have condensed the original 


you know, have such need another life, new 
life. And another surrounding, another décor. suppose you don’t 
think that’s very important, new décor... 


No, no, don’t think that 

being polite décor, you know, just super- 
ficial and esthetic it’s not matter, what shall say, matter 
environment that corresponds inner necessity—that would 
somehow be... 


the overflowing, the prolonging the world inside. 
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But order for this inner world flow out, must have the outside 
assistance certain actual physical light, objectively new 
world. Gardens, blue sky, springtime—like those the inner world, 
where can see itself, and which will like its own transportation 
its anticipation, like mirror reflecting its own smile. That’s 
what I’m really like, only I’d forgotten it, smiling person smil- 
ing world. couldn’t live, and couldn’t die either, the way things 
were. And now, fortunately, everything going different. 


Finally Bérenger realizes that has seen people the streets 
the City, has heard signs life from the houses. learns what 
everybody but him had already known: nobody wants move into the 
City those already there are leaving they can find anyplace 
else, are hiding inside their houses. There Killer the City. 
(Perhaps like Dostoevsky’s Man,” throwing stones 
the city crystal.) Every day the Killer claims three four victims. 
The Administration unable anything about him. Bérenger feels 
his dream new life shatter about him and broken-hearted find 
such horror possible what had seemed man’s own creation the best 
all possible cities. The Architect, the other hand, accepts this dis- 
ruption his perfectly planned city fatalistically, had known 
all along that life cannot improved upon, that something the sort 
would happen 


Tue It’s upsetting you. Don’t worry about like that. 
you thought about all the misfortunes mankind, life would 
unlivable. must keep living! There are always children having 
their throats cut, old men starving, orphans, miscarriages justice, 
houses collapsing people inside them, landslides, massacres, floods, 
run-over dogs. Because this, journalists can make their living. 
Everything has its good side. 


The Second filled with the typical Ionesco slapstick comedy, 
contrasting with Bérenger’s moroseness. Bérenger discovers that 
friend his has his brief case proof the identity the Killer, in- 
formation which will enable the police apprehend him and remove his 
threat from the City Light. The Friend indifferent, seemingly feel- 
ing that does not concern but Bérenger excited and rushes off 
towards the Police Station. the rush and excitement, they forget the 
brief case. 

the way the Police Station, they come across political rally, 
led the popular Old Lady Pipe, whose symbol the Goose. This has 
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little with the story the but provides splendid comic 
interlude and gives Ionesco chance satirize popular demagogues 
and political systems 


Lapy Citizens, people, you have been mystified. You will 
demystified. 


THE Down with mystification! Hurrah for the 
geese Old Lady Pipe. 


Lapy For you have created organization de-mysti- 
fiers. They will de-mystify you. But order de-mystify, must 
need new mystification. 


THE Hurrah for the mystification the de-mysti- 
fiers 


Lapy promise change everything. change every- 
thing, must not change anything. change the names, not the 
things. The old mystifications have not stood under psychological 
and sociological analysis. The new will invulnerable. There will 
nothing but confusion. will perfect the falsehood. will 
longer persecute, but will punish and justice. will longer 
colonise, will occupy people liberate them. will not exploit 
people, will make them produce. Forced labor will called volun- 
tary labor. War will called peace and everything will changed, 
thanks and geese. 


THE Hurrah for Old Lady Pipe! Hurrah for the 
geese Old Lady Pipe! 


About this time Bérenger discovers that the brief case missing. 


sees another man carrying similar brief case, thinks that this man 
has taken the brief case with the crucial documents about the Killer, and 
falls upon him. The man reluctant give his brief case for inspec- 
tion, and slapstick fight for possession the brief case follows. This 
also happens with several other passers-by who have similar brief cases. 
Finally they remember that the brief case had been left Bérenger’s 
apartment. The friend goes back get it, while Bérenger hurries 
the Police Headquarters, alone. 


now dusk: Bérenger alone, walking down long, broad, de- 


serted avenue towards the distant Police Headquarters. (For stage 
purposes, walks turning platform, simply steps place. The 
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scenery changes seems pass.) first walks briskly, confi- 
dently, but becomes more and more ill ease, stops, takes again, 
looks all sides, glances nervously behind him. Finally, his dis- 
comfiture grows, the audience realizes what happen there low 
laugh and the Killer appears. small, badly dressed, unimpressive. 
The only thing the least bit frightening about him, the scene pro- 
gresses, his coldness and impassivity. Bérenger much the larger and 
physically stronger, and obvious that were, the end, resist, 
would easily overcome the Killer physically. But starts talk 
the Killer, plead with him, try persuade him. talks, and 
receives answer other than the Killer’s low, derisive laughter, Béren- 
ger appears state progressive moral disintegration. This closing 
monologue Bérenger perhaps ten minutes long stage give here 
only few selected lines, with much omitted 


Someone who does what you do, does for some reason. 
Listen me. You have ruined happiness, the happiness many 
others And you would have been happy too, the happiness would 
have spread you. derisive laughter the Killer.) Apparently 
you don’t believe happiness. You believe happiness impossible 
the world? You want destroy the world because you think that it’s 
condemned misery? that it? Answer me!! (Derisive laughter 
from the Killer.) You think, like others have before you, that man 
sick animal, that always will be, spite all social, technical, 
scientific progress, and you apparently want practice sort uni- 
versal euthanasia? Well, it’s mistake, mistake. Answer! (Derisive 
laughter.) Listen, I’m going get angry, you’d better look out! No, 
must keep head. must come understand you. I’m going 
speak you frankly. Just now, meant revenge myself you. 
wanted have you arrested and condemned. Vengeance stupid. 
the same species, ought understand each other, it’s our 
duty. (Derisive laughter.) Listen, I’m going make you confes- 
sion. Even me, often have doubts about everything myself. doubt 
the usefulness life, the sense life, values, and all. Perhaps 
there truth, and charity. But, that case, philosophic 
about it, everything vanity, charity only vanity, then crime 
also only vanity. Answer! (Same derisive laughter from the 
Killer.) 


Towards the end Bérenger kneels front the Killer, twisting his 
hands, imploring the Killer reform. response. The Killer slowly 
takes out long knife. Bérenger reaches his pockets and produces 
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two pistols. threatens shoot the Killer, who only laughs. Bérenger 
raises the pistols, and aims—the Killer laughs derisively. Bérenger’s 
pistols slowly fall, sinks his knees before the Killer, head bowed 
the ground, helpless. The Killer raises his knife and approaches, laugh- 
ing softly, the curtain falls. 

This play pessimistic Beckett’s Endgame, and the conclud- 
ing statement would seem the utter futility the struggle the 
human race living. was highly effective play the stage 
Paris. The comic interludes keep the pessimism from overcoming the 
play until the very end, and Bérenger’s long final monologue tour 
force which rivets the attention the audience upon the final drama 
Bérenger’s submission. 

The second new Ionesco play, Rhinocéros, more satirical and 
less gloomy. also more conventionally unified action, and the 
usual Ionesco burlesques are less farcical and more directly connected 
with the plot. For this reason may more successful with American 
audiences, who seem expect their nonsense the television and deny 
any place the midst serious play. 

The Rhinocéros set small provincial town—perhaps something 
comparable typical small Mid-West American city. Bérenger seems 
slightly seedier than the other play, and drinking little more than 
most his friends and fellow-workers consider quite best. diffi- 
dent, ordinary, unsure himself and his ideas. contrast, his friends 
and fellow-workers all seem have much more positive ideas about 
what they think, and each quite convinced that inevitably right. 

Sunday morning and Bérenger, slightly hung over, sitting 
the terrace sidewalk cafe with one his rather positive and respect- 
able friends, Monsieur Jean. Suddenly rhinoceros gallops (off- 
the audience hears the loud galloping and sees the dust-cloud 
raised the animal.) This causes certain amount consternation. 
little later, rhinoceros gallops again. The group gets into argu- 
ment about whether this was the same rhinoceros before, another 
one. They all agree, principle, that this outrageous occurrence 
and the city authorities should something about it: rhinoceroses 
should not allowed run free the streets. 

The next morning, Bérenger arguing with one his incredulous 
fellow office-workers, who insists that the existence rhinoceroses 
the city not possible, that sort “flying saucer” case mass 
delusion, rhinoceros tries climb the stairs the office, breaking 
them down. lady suddenly realizes that this rhinoceros—is her hus- 


; 


IONESCO PARIS 


band, who has somehow, for some reason, turned himself into rhino- 

Bérenger stops see his friend Jean and surprised find him 
still bed, somewhat indisposed. Jean’s voice hoarse, has bump 
his forehead, his skin greenish, feels hot and uncomfortable 
his clothes. Bérenger suddenly realizes that his friend’s symptoms 
might just those man about turn into rhinoceros. Jean re- 
fuses let Bérenger doctor. Jean walking back and forth be- 
tween the bedroom where sitting and the bathroom. Each 
time reappears, his skin greener and the bump his head 
larger. They are discussing the rhinoceros which the woman had re- 
cognized her husband. (Again have condensed the French text). 


So, became rhinoceros. Ha, ha, ha, he’s making fun you. 
disguised himself. 


really didn’t look all like joke. 
JEAN :Well, it’s his business. 


Certainly didn’t purpose. The change was 
against his will. 


What you know about Suppose did purpose? 


That would surprise greatly. shouldn’t making 
you talk, seems making you sicker. 


the contrary, it’s loosening up. 
BERENGER: Please, let call you doctor. 


Jean: Absolutely not. don’t like stubborn people. And anyway, 
whether became rhinoceros his own will against it, maybe 
it’s better for him that way. 


What? you think... 


Jean: You see bad everything. Because pleased him become 
rhinoceros, because pleased him! There’s nothing extraordinary 
about that. 
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No, course there’s nothing extraordinary about that. 
Still doubt that took such great pleasure it. 


And why not? After all, rhinoceroses are creatures just like us, 
they have the same right life that do! 


long they don’t destroy ours. Have you thought 
the difference mentality 


Jean: you think ours 


any rate, have our own morality, which don’t 
think very compatible with that these animals. 


Jean: Morality! Talk about morality, I’ve had enough morality, 
fine thing, morality. must pass beyond morality. 


The scene ends with the complete metamorphosis Jean. Bérenger 
locks the bathroom door him, get away; the door heaves and 
cracks, the rhinoceros’ horn comes through. Bérenger tries escape 
down the stairs, but finds several other rhinoceroses there. looks 
out the window and finds the street full them. flees out the back. 

the last act Bérenger left alone with only few seemingly solidly 
human friends, the numbers rhinoceroses the streets swell and 
swell. Bérenger’s friends perceive that the rhinoceroses are passing 
from the minority the majority, they realize that soon they, those re- 
maining humans, will the abnormal members society, and that 
those who have become rhinoceroses will, force number, the 
normal. Despite his arguments and pleas, the last Bérenger’s friends 
surrender their individuality and their determination maintain their 
powers human discernment, and join the troupe humans meta- 
morphosed into rhinoceroses. Bérenger left alone, the last main- 
tain his human identity. the end even weakens, and desires for 
moment become rhinoceros, like all the rest but whether too 
late, whether despite himself unable surrender his human 
powers individual thought, finds himself unable metamorphose. 
remains alone, shouting defiance the thundering herds beneath his 
window. 

Interpretations are gratuitous. was living Roumania 
the time the Nazi takeover (he half Roumanian, half French, 
birth) and probably this experience the root his idea “rhino- 
cerity.” But certainly does not mean limit Fascism. Rhino- 
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cerity any idea, system, dialectic that forces man become mem- 
ber mass, surrendering his own individual powers judgment and 


discernment. There this obvious similarity the allegorical 
method Camus The Plague. 


The rapid development Ionesco’s theatre from the early farces 
the recent full-length plays, which nonsense and burlesque serves 
successfully the vehicle for highly serious intellectual drama, has all 
taken place between 1949, when The Bald Soprano was written, and 
1958, for Rhinocéros. now years old. Within the next 


ten years may well prove one the finest and most original 
playwrights the history the theatre. 


Nore: The Grove Press (Evergreen Editions) 
has published two volumes Ionesco English transla- 
tion, available paperback. The first volume includes The 
Bald Soprano, The Lesson, Jack, and The Chairs. The sec- 
ond includes Amédée, The New Tenant, and Victims 
Duty. Evergreen will also publish this year translation 
Donald Watson Tueur sans gages. 

The quotations the first paragraph essay are from 
the Introduction the English edition Ionesco’s first 
four plays, published John Calder, Ltd.] 
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THE ZEBRA 


Well known for veldt fiasco 

Lying the lee shadow 

Where bars stand, 

Content 

least less concerned than conscious 
schizophrenic front and rear and sides 
Where shades 

gentlemen’s agreement tides 

Share equally 

rump and flank and thigh, 

accepts the less-than-conquest 
More landlord-like rule 

Control. 

His complexity the result 

overlapping simplicities 

And the riddle baseness 

less import him 

Than spaces day 

And particles night. 
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—Oh, sweet smiling God, said Pedersen himself, she’s here again. 
swung the wrought-iron gates outward over the gravel, slipped the 
massive padlock into his pocket and pretended sudden interest the 


Virginia Creeper now engulfing the brick gateposts. But there was 
escape. 


—Oh, Mr. Pedersen! 

From across the roadway, emerging from the green waitingshed like 
sparrow from birdhouse, her hands all a-twitter and muted birdsongs 
struggling her throat, the old woman skipped over the asphalt the 
creaking gates signalled her uncaging. 

here, Mr. Pedersen! 

—Herre Gud! said Pedersen himself, see that well enough. 
here. It’s Wednesday morning ten o’clock and here. 

bus service unreliable, said Mrs. Trevelyan. thought 
would never make it. 


Fat chance, Pedersen thought but gave her good morning and 
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fair smile and led the way under the cypresses the toolshed. She 
tripped along beside him, her cardboard eyeshade down over her face, 
her heavy tweeds swishing the uncut long grass, fumbling the string 
bag for her gloves. last coming with them, like prize fish drawn 
from net, she held them the forefingers. 

—Look, she announced, green 

Pedersen, skirting open grave, paused take the two detached 
canvas hands swinging from one bony mottled claw. She was right, 
God, the thumbs were made green plastic. 

are they for? 

—They’re symbolic, Mrs. Trevelyan explained. 

—Hmpph! 

Pedersen opened the toolshed and they peered inside the jumble 
mowers, spades, rakes, pitchforks and garden hose. Everything there 
you dug long enough. Everything but fertilizer, Pedersen thought, 
this one place where customers supply their own. 

over there, Mrs. Trevelyan chirped, diving into the clutter. 
left them just under the window. Rewarded, she came with her own 
trowel, orange steel clipping shears and galvanized watering-can. 

don’t need that. The sprinkler system covers the whole park. 

—Now, Mister Man, she chirped, you just let this own 
way. She held the watering-can the light and squinted into for 
possible leaks. It’s the loving care that counts and loving care can’t 
delivered sprinkler. 

flowers won’t know the difference. 

—But will. 

dubious point. Would she, when buried beneath four feet clay, 
know, like the princess who felt the pea beneath seventeen 
That’s one reflect on, thought Pedersen. But it’s her plot, prepaid and 
tax free, let her prepare her bed she wants. 

don’t want the mowing machine ever run over it, Mrs. 
Trevelyan went on. Brrr! That hideous clanking noise! How the dead 
can sleep with all that racket going beyond me. 

you don’t specify grass, then there won’t any mowing machine. 

—Nothing but bedding plants. 

They left the shed and were once more the redolent, slightly hazy 
spring morning. The forsythia were beginning flower. They walked 
down neat row unobtrusive marble memorials equidistant and 
modestly uniform suburban development. 


—Nothing but bedding plants. White, pink blue: but purples. 
You must promise that. 
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It’s not me, said, that’s all the terms your contract. 

They rounded the bronze memorial, greening now with copper oxide, 
Our War Dead, Passed But Not Forgotten, Their Memory Ever 
Green Our Hearts, passed the thicket young blooming and hopeful 
quince, hesitated the Remembrance Seat (garlanded with stone 
cherubs) and under the oaks debouched upon unoccupied territory. 

vandals! Mrs. Trevelyan cried and with hawklike swoop 
pounced upon the neat border English daisies come with bit 
rotting melon rind. The vandals! And the plot such perfect order 
when left last 

medical students, Pedersen said dourly. You don’t 
keep eye them, they snatch the stiffs before they’re even mouldy. 

—Oh, Mr. Pedersen, what dreadful joke! 

truth, said Pedersen. 

—Well, they have trampled the begonias. Surely you could have pre- 
vented that! She surveyed the bruised stems and unmistakable heel- 
print with fluttering gestures dismay. Pedersen anticipated storm. 

fence would help, suggested. 

The blue eyes brightened. 

pickets 

—One color’s good another. 

—Oh, Mr. Pedersen, you are dear! 

Mollified, the disaster now reduced vegetative dimensions, she let 
her eyes rest him for appreciable moment gratitude and with 
one canvas-gloved, green-thumbed hand gave his elbow gentle pinch. 

—With white pickets, please. will lovely. 


Sweet Jesus, thought Pedersen, believe the old biddy flirting with 
me! 


forty years seaman Pedersen had known perhaps thousand 
women, most them whores now shore-bound Memorial Acres and 
cursed with aching hips and kidney stones, had settled for whiskey 
and three dozen nude Swedish beauties tacked the walls his care- 
taker’s cottage. But had not ceased wonder. What woman 
was who could devotedly trowel among the daisies and clip each 
fading blossom from the marguerite bush which grew where the head- 
stone—her headstone—would someday stand? Sweet smiling God, 
was enough make one shudder 

And her age, what was Less than his own. looped the starting 
cord about the mowing machine flywheel and pulled furiously. more 
than sixty the outside and still good figure bit bony, but flesh 
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her cheeks and clear eye. No, God, white picket fence for her, let 
her build herself! And this resolve mounted into the saddle, 
pulled out the throttle and with brisk cries hard aport! and steady 
she goes! steered his whirring, lurching craft among the marble reefs 
and grassy whirlpools the dead. 

Yet Tuesday found him sharpening and sawing old kegstaves and 
dusk there was neat whitewashed wire-entwined fence about Mrs. 
Trevelyan’s tidy square prepaid earth. And Wednesday morning 
shaved and after breakfast chewed fennel seeds counter the whiskey 
his breath. 

vain for when swung open the iron gates the waitingshed across 
the road was empty. Not trace tweed nor flutter eager gardening 
hands. 

riddance, said and then aware that his voice lacked 
conviction repeated the phrase fiercely that covey grackle took 
note and left the ground for the safety the cypress boughs. 

—Off with you! cried, shying bit broken board them, you’ve 
business among all these solemn and sober stiffs, and turned his 
chores. 

noon had quite forgotten her but returning his cottage 
lunchtime caught through the window glimpse red-and-white 
calico, halted outrage, and peered through the half-steamed glass. No, 
God, she wouldn’t have the brass! But there she was, aproned now, 
moving briskly about the littered sink, coat off and her starched cuffs 
safety-pinned back above the elbows. Pedersen roared himself and 
charged lionlike through the door. 

She met him with reproving frown. 

—Oh, Mr. Pedersen, what simply dreadful squalor you live 

The accusation caught him full halted, gazing stupidly 
the empty bottles, the cigar butts doused the water carafe and two 
legs dirty suit woolen underwear which protruded from his 
chipped dresser. 

said Mrs. Trevelyan. Really. 

Once, thirty years before, Pedersen had opened cabin door mis- 
take and found himself staring his captain’s wife, august lady 
commanding gentility, clad only her step-ins. Now, the presence 
lady equally refined and confronted the bifurcated and grimy 
evidence his own unworthiness hanging from the dresser drawer, 
stammered, turned crimson and yielded his anger. 

men! said Mrs. Trevelyan, probably not for the first time 
her life, what boys they are! 
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Pedersen lurched across the room, seized the offending legs and like 
murderer disposing corpse, stuffed them back the drawer. But 
the photos, the photos, sweet Jesus, what can with them? Square 
after square milky flesh, curving thigh and lush bosom openly pro- 
claimed his depravity. Grayhaired lecher! Turk! Sodomite! Rock 
Ages, cleft Thee, rang ludicrous echo the old hymn his Luth- 
eran boyhood, Open and Swallow Me! 

Clinking crockery the wooden drainboard, deft touch the dish- 
towel each, Mrs. Trevelyan saw his embarrassment and offered ab- 
solution. 

undraped female figure, she declared, one God’s loveliest 
creations. Dear Frederick had fine eye for them. artistic reproduc- 
tion, course, not the flesh, dear me, no! But many the finest 
treasures the Vienna museums— 

Pedersen interrupted, eager tack any breeze blow- 
ing from fresh quarter. 

—My first husband. She spread cloth the table, mercifully veiling 
the arabesques whiskey rings its varnish, and began lay lunch- 
eon. passed during the war. Influenza, course, that was the 
year the epidemic. All Boston suffered severely. With girlish 
smile she removed the cardboard eyeshade from her forehead and patted 
the ringlets dyed henna hair into place. sit down, Mr. Pedersen, 
you make quite fidgety just standing there. 

—See here, Pedersen grumbled, see here, but did was 
ordered. 

The luncheon was first rate, pimiento loaf, chicken salad, ginger- 
bread and coffee, but was too angry justice. the future, 
locks and bolts and hatch-bars and have dig trench front 
the door and cover with straw damn well it, thought, this 
beats the Dutch, and not thing can say she’s lady. 

—But how can you ever work all day little food? gleaming 
spoon swooped, poised and unloaded its cargo chicken salad his 
plate. You should know that nothing pleases woman more than 
see man eat. Poor dear Eugene, that was his one failing, always 
picked his food. 

—Eugene who? 

—To the day passed away never weighed ounce more than 
hundred and twelve pounds. have been twice bereaved, Mr. Pedersen. 
Eugene and Frederick. Frederick and Eugene. Each perfect 
gentleman you could hope meet. You would have liked them. 

Oh, would thought savagely, like pair cobras would! But 
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simultaneously reflected how good the coffee was and held out his 
cup for another serving. 

said Mrs. Trevelyan she poured, there. It’s the small 
kindnesses that add sparkle our lives. The unexpected courtesies. 
The white picket fence, your little surprise, this luncheon, little sur- 
prise how dull our lives would without 

Pedersen drank his coffee gloomy silence. 

When luncheon was done Mrs. Trevelyan sprang gaily her feet. 
let tidy she said, and you want take nap please do. 
Dear Eugene found great aid the digestion catch forty winks 
before returning his office. 

time, Pedersen said gruffly, they’re planting corpse this after- 
noon and have lay out the grass rugging, and with that left. 

Later the afternoon saw her from distance working her plot 
but did not near. When returned home there was note pinned 
the door 


Dear Mr. 

have taken the liberty carrying your second pair 
boots the shoemaker’s. The soles are quite worn through. 
step-daughter acquainted with suitable tradesman 
sure the expense will minimal. 

Don’t alarmed the slice apple your cigar 
humidor. helps preserve the moisture and freshness 
the tobacco. 

would most helpful you could find time drive 
few more nails the closet. There are nowhere near 
enough hangers. 

hope you will pardon the intrusion. 

Sincerely, 
Elizabeth Trevelyan. 


Pedersen swore himself and tore up. 


—How sensible you, said Mrs. Trevelyan her fifth visit, have 
had the strength will not have purchased television set. Conversa- 
tion, someone has said, dying art and that seems pity, doesn’t 
you? 

—It hurts eyes, said Pedersen. 

—That’s the same thing, Mrs. sweetly, the eyes 
simply obey the will power. 
They sat the front porch the cottage, supper, particularly 

tangy kidney pie with noodles, comfortably behind them. Summer even- 
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ing had descended Memorial Acres wiih lambent grace and rush 
swallows’ wings. Before them like congregation upturned eager 
faces the studious tombstones pressed through the dusk. 

—Dear Eugene once remarked that bending toward the sun even 
the tiniest blade grass shows its will self-improvement. 

Pedersen puffed his cigar. I’m getting damned sick dear Eu- 
gene, thought, and dear Frederick, too, prize pair prigs, cut them 
and they’d drip philosophy like maples sugar. But said merely, 
listen the bullfrogs, they’re out force tonight, and she cocked her 
head like expectant robin, reached surreptitiously behind his chair 
for the pint whiskey that afternoon hidden the flowerbox. Reached, 
groped, and came with handful humus. Sweet smiling God, 
was gone! 

—Shall fix tea? asked Mrs. Trevelyan. 

no, you don’t, thought Pedersen sudden fury, this one slimy 
trick too many, and strained forward halfraising from his chair with 
one hand outstretched seize her wrinkled turkey’s neck and 
wring it. 

—Why, Mr. Pedersen! The voice was longer Mrs. Trevelyan’s 
but that Miss Hedwig Linstrom, terrible proctor the second form 
the Gymnasium Norrképing Sweden. Why, Mr. Pedersen! 

Stunned, momentarily expecting the pain Miss Linstrom’s ferrule 
his knuckles, dropped back his chair and hid his hands his 
pockets. 

—Shall fix tea? Mrs. Trevelyan repeated. 

tea, mumbled. 


heard the screendoor swing shut behind him. Stealthily took 
his hands from his pockets and looked them. There were bruises. 
bat flew out the dusk and hung upside down from porch rafter 
staring malevolently him. threw empty flowerpot but 
did not move. 

—What was that? Mrs. Trevelyan called from the kitchen. 

shouted, nothing all. 

went down the front steps fetch old rakehandle which lay 
the grass the downspout. stumbled over brick and fell. 
lay full length regaining his breadth heard the soft sibilant whis- 
pers the dead talking one another Swedish under the sod. 
broke into sweat, regained his feet and went back his chair the 
porch. The bat was still there but now was cracking some tiny object, 
perhaps hazelnut, its tiny black hand. 

ready, Mrs. Trevelyan cried cheerily. 
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shook the fragrant night from his shoulders and went into the 
house. 

Mrs. Trevelyan stood behind the card table with the steaming china 
pot her hand. Roses rouge grew her cheeks and she had painted 
her mouth the color hibiscus. sheer yellow blouse was low her 
bony shoulders and she bent over pour, Pedersen glimpsed her 
sagging old breasts beneath the silk. 

—Oolong, she said with coy smile and gesture toward the perf- 
orated tea-egg bobbing his cup. 

—Oolong. Frederick’s favorite. 

—Never heard it, said Pedersen and damp sticky fog descended 
over his eyes, poured from his pockets and spread along the floor like 
spilled milk. Outside the cemetery heard the enormous clatter 
falling marble. Got watch where step, thought, and steady 


himself gazed intently the china teapot until every last painted lip 
came into focus. 


—One lump two? 


said Pedersen and lowered his square heavy old body pains- 
takingly onto the waiting chair. 


The next morning drew his savings from the bank and called the 
estate manager his downtown office. 


need rest, announced. 

—Are you leaving us? the manager asked solicitously, for Pedersen 
was good man and did not relish finding successor. 

for vacation. I’ve got sick leave coming. 

—It would more convenient, suggested the manager, you took 
the winter when there’s less upkeep. 

need now, Pedersen said stubbornly. Two weeks. When the 
stiffs start talking you it’s time for rest. 

The manager laughed and said, all right. 

Pedersen took taxi the bus station and boarded northbound bus 
for San Francisco. sat next young woman purple toreador 
pants who carried portable radio. She squirmed uncomfortably 
adjusted the seat and put his suitcase away and when they were under 
way she took perfume from her handbag and dabbed her ears, breasts 
and the insides her wrists. The odor, thought Pedersen, was that 
the tiny Maybells had picked the edge snowbanks when was 
boy, odor youth, spring and cold northern nights. attempted 


f 


SAILOR’S REST 


talk the girl, perhaps only tell her these memories, but she 
turned her pouting face away and switched her radio. the next 
stop they debarked for lunch and when Pedersen returned saw that 
the girl had moved the back the bus and was chatting with two 
young sailors. 

matter, Pedersen said himself, I’m old man and she’s 
young, but was hurt all the same. Sweet Jesus, hadn’t wanted 
assault her. was just word. And the perfume! was she had 
wanted protect herself against something. Could still 
smell the looked his gnarled hands and for the first 
time saw the black earth beneath his nails. That was it. The smell 
death. 

San Francisco went his old hotel the Embarcadero, took 
bath and turned the hot water until the tub was steam- 
ing full. Then scrubbed from head foot, cleaned under his nails 
with safety match, and rang for pint whiskey. Drinking it, wrapped 
fluffy towel the side the steam radiator, felt his old self for 
the first time months. 

not old, said aloud. 

Going downstairs asked the desk clerk, where’s old Maguire 

—Who? 

—Maguire. used clerk here. 

—Mr. Maguire longer with us. 

—But where he? Pedersen insisted. 

don’t know. longer with us. You might try The Goal- 
post, sometimes he’s there. 

Pedersen tried The Goalpost and half dozen other bars but found 
neither Old Maguire nor any other familiar faces. last returned 
his room, switched off the light and threw himself fully clad the bed. 
Outside his window tireless neon football player booted endless 
succession green neon balls over The Goalpost until last fell 
asleep. 

the morning walked the Scandinavian Seamen’s Club, made 
futile inquiries after this that old shipmate, none them now known, 
and finally, for want anything better do, settled himself corner 
under the newspaper rack and vacantly watched the pinochle players. 
They’re all gone, thought, not damn one them left anywhere, 
spavined, drowned, gone dotty from drink, but gone, every one them. 
last shook off his despondency and went into the street. jewel- 
ler’s clock informed him that was 10:15—the steamship offices would 
open now. stood irresolutely gazing gaping pink pig’s head 
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pork butcher’s window for five minutes and then sudden 
impluse took the waterfront bus the offices the Swedish Line. 
known there, thought, and won’t any harm just look 
and see what ships are due and who’s port agent now. But the time 
walked the narrow dingy stairs this thought had flowered into 
resolution. Why not? sweet smiling Christ, why not? And reaching 
into his jacket pocket pulled out the worn leather case with his sea- 
man’s papers, bulging with numberless discharges. 
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want ship, announced Swedish the young man the 
counter. Ablebodied seaman. Bos’n. Third mate’s papers. There—there 
—there. fanned out the discharges the countertop. Forty years 
every berth, every kind service. 

freighter out for Bergen and Stockholm this week, the 
young man said tentatively, but don’t know whether she has full list. 

ship O.S. scullion that’s all there is. 

check with the port captain. 

The young man turned his back and inserted card his typewriter. 
I’ve won that battle, thought Pedersen. 

—Sit down and I’ll get you appointment for your physical. 

what? 

—Your physical examination. You can’t sail without one. 

Without word Pedersen scooped his discharges, crammed them 
haphazardly into his pocket, and left. Reaching the street turned 
straightway into bar and drank five double whiskeys row. phys- 
ical examination! that’s what had come to! hell with them. 
would never pass it, knew, but Herre Gud, could the work 
all the same, better than half the punks that shipped nowadays. 

—You got watch that cough, Dad, said voice his elbow. 

Pedersen swung angrily about his stool. 

—What cough? 

—What cough? You’ve been racking your lungs for the last five 
minutes and you don’t know coughing? 

Pedersen stood face his accuser and that moment all the 


bar stools flew the ceiling and the mirrors folded him like 
tumbling house cards. 


When awoke was his hotel room and the desk clerk was lean- 
ing over him, his bulging head and hollowed eyes reminding Pedersen 
exhumed skull. 

—Leave be, Pedersen shouted thought shouted for his voice 
was really whisper. Get the hell out here. 

called sawbones, the desk clerk said, you got watch the 
booze, Pop, hit you once too often. 

—Get out here, Pedersen roared faintly. Afterwards began 
cough again. 

When the doctor came made Pedersen through the usual sets 
ahs and ohs while tapped and hummed and peered and probed 
into the usual orifices, departing later with the customary it’s the air 
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and few days bed will you more good than can, the wake his 
casting-off littered with flotsam pills and syrups. Pedersen slept 
soundly the whole night and the morning confronted the medi- 
cines, poured the whole mess into the toilet and breakfasted whis- 
key and smoked herring. Then packed his bag and, coughing still 
and bit weak his pins, eased himself down the stairs and checked 
out. 

it, Pop, the desk clerk warned, you know what the doc said. 

But Pedersen ignored him. San Francisco’s not the same any more, 
thought, everything’s changed, and I’m cracking it’s not going 
here. 

walked haltingly Market Street, jostled the morning 
crowds, until found cosmetics shop. 

want some perfume, said the 

—For your wife? 

—Never mind who for, Pedersen said, has the smell Maybells. 

don’t know the name. 

Pedersen tried half dozen varieties until hit upon one which 
seemed near enough. did not dare apply there but when had 
reached the bus station went into the men’s room, uncorked the vial, 
and put just touch his wrists, ears and moustache. Then, coughing 
almost continually, boarded bus for the south. During the ride 
lapsed and out consciousness and when arrived was weak 
that the taxi driver had steady him got into the cab. 

Acres, said hoarsely. 

I’ve seen them bad, thought the cab driver, but this the first one 
ever saw the boneyard under his own steam, but said nothing 
and when they got the end the long drive asked couldn’t 
help Pedersen his door. 

thanks, Pedersen said grimly, make all right. 

Doubled over with the pain his chest ran toward his cottage. 
There was light the window and swung open the door saw 
Mrs. Trevelyan sitting his rocking chair, two bright knitting-needles 
and skein yarn her hands. She jumped meet him. 

—Oh, Mr. Pedersen, she cried triumphantly, knew you would come 
back! And then she saw his ashen color her joy turned concern. 
There, there, she chirped, you’ve come home now. 

Pedersen threw himself upon the bed and she began remove his 
heavy boots. 

motioned his suitcase. Give here. 
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She put the suitcase the bed beside him. From the close angle 
was overwhelmingly aware her rouged cheeks and the heavy mascara 
her eyelashes. groped for the suitcase. 

—For you. It’s for you. And held out her what imagined 
the vial perfume. 

But the bottle had broken and all that held his outstretched hand 
was the ornate plug which clung few slivers chartreuse-colored 
glass. 

mustn’t worry, Mister Man, said Mrs. Trevelyan she took 


the broken glass and dropped into the trash basket, everything 
going all right. 


But everything was not going all right. Pedersen thrashed 
about under the quilts the notion now came him that had foun- 
dered, that was drowning furry bedclothes and solicitude against 
which like fly stiff honey vainly struggled, and his old rebellious 
fires flared once more. Sweet smiling God, thought, I’ve run 
reef, cast cactus isle without drink sight; flayed, keel- 
hauled, pegged out the hot blazing sand, face smeared with honey, 
and left for the fire-ants eat. Sweet Jesus, get out this! 

—Remember, whispered Mrs. Trevelyan, faithful always his bed- 
side, keep the covers close. And conserve your energy. 

taken them down! Pedersen shouted his delirium. 

Her glance turned unconsciously the space above his bed where 
the nude ladies had lately reposed. 

until you’re well again, she assured him. 

—Put them Every last one them! And bolt the lockers, we’re 
beginning 

poor dear! Mrs. Trevelyan said patting the quilt into place 
about his agonized body. Here, I’ve warmed pot camomile tea for 
you. 

But Pedersen, astray what maze memory God alone knew, threw 
back the sheets and thrust his grizzled chest bare all covering upward 
against the light all the while growling tigerishly, fumbling, fumbling for 
the brass ball the headpiece his bed draw himself erect for one 
final salvo against the cursed fate that had thus scuttled, swamped and 
stove him in, cast him adrift among dog-sharks, torpedoed his last snug 
raft and utterly annihilated him. His mouth opened full his large 
yellow teeth and his eyeballs turned upward unsmiling God. 

—Stick your ass! roared. 
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there, Mrs. Trevelyan said mildly and without hint 
reproof. And placing one small angular hand gently over his mouth she 
firmly and with unruffled deliberation eased him back upon his pillow. 

there, she repeated with gentle clucking noise, there, there. 
will all right. And reaching for the camomile tea now steaming 
the electric ring she added, little boy will all right the morning. 

But she was mistaken. the morning Pedersen was dead. 


The new caretaker, Mr. Robbins, had failed book dealer and 
took the job Memorial Acres stop-gap until was able get 
his feet again. cleaned out the gardener’s cottage, disposed great 
tumulus whiskey bottles, tore the nudes, and lined the walls with 
orange crates which filled with rare volumes the Old West. 
night trafficked mail yellowing lithographs Wyatt Earp and 
Buffalo Bill. had little time concern himself with Mrs. Trevelyan. 

the spring the forsythia bloomed again, the air turned mellow and 
even the most austere the monuments was softened for time the 
fine yellow dust from the acacia trees. Each Wednesday morning Mrs. 
Trevelyan stood the scrollwork gates and silently sought adinisison 
and once week Mr. Robbins silently let her in. But she longer 
kept her tools the caretaker’s shed; that dispensation, granted 
Mr. Pedersen, had been revoked Mr. Robbins. Now she brought her 
trowel, the orange shears, the worn canvas gloves and the dented water- 
can net shopping bag which she lugged with tiny cries annoyance 
aboard the Interurban bus system. 

Mr. Robbins passed her one morning April she bent over her 
rectangular plot loosening the soil around the throats the emerging 
freesias. noted with approval the white picket fence, the neat lines 
English daisies regular the stripes upon flag, and the plain 
marble headstone which stood where the marguerite bush had once 
sprawled. paused for moment read the inscription 

Lars Pedersen. Peace. 

didn’t know how old was, Mrs. Trevelyan confessed, 
should have had them carve the date. She looked him tremulously 
his approval were somehow important her. you suppose 
matters? 

don’t think so, said Mr. Robbins. 

hope not. She took off one green-thumbed glove and shook the 
grit from it. Dear Mr. Pedersen, I’m sure wouldn’t object. was 
such a—she searched for the fitting, the ultimately just word—such 


REST 


unruly man. must comfort him rest such well-kept 
surroundings. 
Mr. Robbins nodded absently, took off his glasses and removed bit 
dandelion fluff which had drifted down the gentle spring wind. 
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GRANDFATHER 


Grandfather’s beard was flowing white 
though, very privily, chewed; 

sometimes used think might 
resemble God’s most genial mood. 


Grandfather’s room was attic and barn, 

long chains seed-corn hung from the ceiling; 
his army coat was well brushed and worn; 

could read strange things apple peeling. 


knew the old corn-planting rhymes, 
the Negro tales crow and jay, 
stories and songs far off times, 
the knee games and the finger play. 


Grandfather’s old black-handled knife, 

its two blades worn thin bright moons, 
had lived with him over half his life; 

his whistles piped the Spring’s own tunes. 


With pokeberry juice and turkey feather 
he’d draw ona slab sycamore bark 

gaunt horse running hell-for-leather— 
fugitive from Noah’s Ark! 


OLD MEN PRAYER 


Spring afternoons, rocking chair, 
he’d sit beneath our walnut tree 
whittling another cane spare 
weight from his Minie-stiffened knee. 


Grandfather went sleep one day 
stretched the couch, while his eldest son 
read the morning Chapter and knelt pray 
and the maple sap was beginning run. 


was five and had never seen death. threw 
myself the rough back porch and cried 
breathless sobs. Somehow knew 
more than one man had died. 


JAMES BINNEY 


OLD MEN PRAYER 


From ashes ancient fires 
old men come prayer, 

bowing old heads above their wrinkled hands, 
toying with hymnbooks. there 
seeking know them. All dreams 

seem young enough for time 

and yet are strangely old. 
One forfeits time God. keeps the dawn 
and knows the hour. Time His. 
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hear the voices some other men, 
from other places have never seen, 
and all the old men speak, old miracles, 
mysterious languages, within the dream, 
like those unlettered who have known Greek 
but whisper Plato unknowing sleep, 
they speak aloud. 
And somewhere near whisper 
let the words 
the One—and ours. 


WORD FOR PITY 


Hot-rodder, bursting bounds 
time and flesh, speeds well, 
aiming himself and metal straight death 
and finds death there. 
aims too earth, hours, 
all given for flick 
flashing life. 


next turn mourners 
whom gods make mad, 
they soon destroy 
and old men shake judicious heads 
for foolish boy. 


See who mocks the windows 
burning with adult wisdom, truth tell, 
these wrinkled censurers, 
watching their own misshapen world 
flame hell. 


RICK RUBIN 


MOUNTAIN CLIMB 


Martell shaking him. Skiles swims out deep sleep into the 
dim-lit room. after five the alarm clock, dawn light filtering 
the window, and they had planned start the mountain three. 

overslept,” Martell says. “Let’s get going.” 

“Ts all right start this late?” Skiles says. cherishes the warm 
bed, resents the mountain. feels desire try climb now, 
bedwarm the sleepiness early morning. 

“Let’s get going,” Martell says, pulling his pants, stepping into 
his deep-cleated climbing boots. Rucksack, crampons, food, clothes and 
ice axes are scattered the floor and bureau. Skiles slides out bed 
and begins dress. 

sees Mt. Hood through the window, brown and black and white 
cone, long smooth-looking uptilt jagged rocks near the summit. 
easy climb they say, long walk. Women and middle-aged men climb 
Mt. Hood every year. Skiles runs his hand through his hair and pulls 
his pants. The floor cold under foot. 

They finish dressing and pack their rucksacks—sharp, spiked cram- 
pons and canned fruit juice the outside, bread and cheese, then sweat- 
ers and extra sox, change pants. Martell pours tinfoil packets 
instant coffee into hot tap water. They eat bread and slices cheese and 
drink the muddy coffee, then shrug into their packs. Walking down the 
hall, Skiles wonders what doing, climbing the mountain. The 
empty early morning corridor the lodge seems inconceivably far from 
Saturday morning home with wife and children, lawn mower and 
station wagon. 

Martell signs them out the Forest Service climber’s register. 
note tacked the board says: “Do not start for summit after daybreak. 
sure out the Chute noon.” Martell puts 5:45 their time 
departure, p.m. the estimated return column. 

“Can make back out the Chute time?” Skiles says. 

“We should the summit and back down Crater Rock 
noon.” 

happens you’re the Chute after noon?” 
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“You get lot ice falls and slushy snow. The Chute gets lot 
sun from noon on. Nothing really.” 

The Chute the worst the climb. Skiles has heard climbers talk 
it. Not really dangerous you took proper care, but people had fallen 
and rolled helpless the rocks there. The Chute was very steep, 1000 
the steepest possible snow slope, about degrees steep. you 
slipped there you slid long way. 

Outside there faultless blue sky above, blanket fresh-laundered 
wool clouds below. The clouds stretch the horizon about the 5500 
foot level, not far below the lodge. Mt. Jefferson and the Three Sisters 
poke the south, basking the morning sun, now several hands 
above the horizon. late June day, sweet with sun and breezes, 
morning cool. The mountain seems very solid above them, big old 
cone 11,245 feet high, very long but not steep. 

Skiles falls behind Martell, accepting his experienced climber’s 
pace. the walk old man going see his cronies the cigar 
store. Slow motion, with hesitation between each step, like exagger- 
ated sleepy fox trot though the slope hardly uphill here. Martell 
swings his ice axe like cane, crunching into brown dirt and black 
lava rock with each step. The slow pace makes Skiles nervous, wanting 
rush ahead, get the pain and tiredness the climb over with. This 
knows must how every first-time climber feels. would burn you 
out half way up, while the veteran plodded past you, and on. stays 
behind, matching Martell step step. studies Martell’s red-brown 
neck, the thick hair the back his head, forward, 

They the skiers chair lift, abandoned skeleton towers 
and cables dead for the summer the snowless slope. Martell motions 
Skiles walk beside him. 


“Step, rest, step,” says. “You rest between steps. How you 


“Fine. Like could run the mountain.” 

They both smile. The sun warms them and they slip off their parkas, 
not breaking the pace. Martell ties his around his waist and Skiles fol- 
lows suit. 

take our first break Silcox hut,” Martell says. climb 
just fast take ten minutes’ rest every hour. thousand feet 
altitude mile distance between 

They pass the last the stunted alpine trees. Only grass grows here, 
and moss and tiny wild flowers. Everything dry. brown bird flits 
front them and pecks unidentifiable specks vegetation. The 
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ski lift arches above them perspective toward Silcox hut, the upper 
terminal. Behind them Mt. Jefferson, the left the Willamette val- 
ley, cloud-covered. their right bare rock ridge lifts gradually 
above them, like giant’s highway the summit until snubs against 
sheer cliffs. Eastern Oregon beyond the ridge, broken clouds partly 
obscuring yellow and green wheat fields, distant hills and buttes. 
gentle breeze caresses their faces. the back Skiles’s mind the 
mountain still looms too high climb. does not really believe the 
top, 4500 feet altitude above. 

that you’ve never climbed before?” Martell asks. can’t 
understand someone from Portland not having climbed Mt. Hood 
least once.” 

was always going but never got around it. guess I’m natur- 
ally lazy.” 

only long walk.” 

“Not condition. Sitting the office every day doesn’t much 
for the legs.” 

“Hell, I’m not any condition myself. doesn’t take condition.” 

does when you’re 32. You’re five years younger than am. Not 
exercising doesn’t make much difference your age.” 

not fat, though. You don’t look such bad shape.” 

The lodge grows smaller behind them, blending brown and grey into 
the mountain. They pass Silcox hut, steep-roofed wood and stone chair 
lift terminal, but neither them moves stop. They cut over flat- 
bottomed, uptilted valley the west. The snow field close now and 
the slope progressively steeper. 

“Let’s take_a break Martell says. 

feels the rest break designed pamper his soft, sedentary muscles. 

Martell strips off his pack, drops the ground. fishes it, 
brings can pineapple juice and spears two holes with the pointed 
arm his ice axe. They share the can, passing back and forth. The 
sun warms them and there only trace breeze. 

They talk little. Most what they have common the office, 
Skiles thinks. They have few other points contact. They are together 
the mountain because Skiles, knowing Martell 
casually mentioned that has never been Mt. Hood and always 
vaguely wanted go. Martell immediately offered take him, prob- 
ably out the enthusiast’s desire have others share his pleasure. 
But why, really, did you want climb this mountain, Skiles asks him- 
self. What there about mountain that makes man want climb it, 
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and about man that even going into middle-age, with soft muscles 
and responsibilities, responds the urge? 

They climb again, Skiles silently pursuing his thoughts. Why, spe- 
cifically, are you climbing this mountain, today, asks? Because the 
mountain there? Because everyone from Portland climbs Mt. Hood 
one time another? see you can get the top, like man 
climbs business, partly just see can make it? Simply for the 
somehow prove yourself man? 

They are the snow now, soft underfoot and slippery, and the slope 
grows gradually steeper. Above them they fix their minds Triangle 
Moraine, the dark patch against the snow where Martell said they will 
rest again. Skiles can feel the climb now, his breath coming short, his 
knee and thigh muscles tiring. The dark patch the snow seems much 
further than the distance they came before the first rest break. feels 
the mountain vast emptiness and and Martell two specks, plod- 
ding agonizingly its insensitive flank. 

Walking the snow, skirting patches rock, they drift the right 
until they are the lip deep gouge the mountain’s flank. Far 
below they see the dirty ice tongue White River glacier. Martell 
points out geological features, terminal moraine, medial moraine, lateral 
moraine, valley head where the glacier forms. The sides the glacier 
valley drop precipitously away from them. They move back from the 
overhang and plod upward. Now the slope steep and they traverse 
back and forth across it. Skiles stops for minute rest, standing still 
and letting his breath return, then climbing again. Martell several 
yards ahead him. 

was the rest break, Skiles thinks. That what making tired. 
broke the pace. But why are you climbing the You aren’t 
trying prove your masculinity. You’ve proved that yourself years 
ago, with pre-marital conquests, minor track victories and the war. 
You don’t need climb mountain when you have wife, two children, 
good job, various consumer goods and couple pleasantly amusing 
hobbies. escape from all those things for while and essentially 
again? 

stops breathe again. hell with it, thinks, what need 
this mountain for? But starts again, eyes the snow 
ahead him. Martell ten yards ahead, climbing stolidly, step-rest- 
step-rest-step. 

They halt against big rock somewhat below the target Triangle 
Moraine. There cool wind now and they pull their parkas. They 
each drink can fruit juice and Skiles lights cigarette. The juice 
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heavy his stomach and the smoke strange-tasting tongue and 
throat. I’m tired already, thinks, and we’re only half-way there. 
Still another long march Crater Rock, and then the straight-up 
Chute. don’t think want climb the Chute. Perhaps wait and 
let Martell alone. 

They take pictures each other and the mountain with Skiles’s 
camera. Below, the clouds are breaking and they catch glimpses 
mountain valleys, lakes, little clearings and broad forests. dissolving 
cloud reveals the town Government Camp. Martell pulls his 
pack. make Crater Rock this time,” says. 

Skiles gets painfully his feet and follows. They cut east the 
rock moraine skirt the glacier valley again. Abreast the steep 
glacier head cliff they top minor crest and then follow knife-edged 
ridge slope steep flight stairs. The thin air slices Skiles’s 
lungs and his legs are very heavy. Martell slows the pace, and Skiles 
silently thanks him. They have not spoken since the last break. 

looking down the snow, foot following foot, when almost 
miraculously they are less steep stretch, nearly level. Ahead 
them are bare rocks, all shades yellow and brown and blue-grey. 
There odor sulfur the air. Martell says. 
where the volcano vented the last time.” 

The rocks are hot, little cracks emitting steam and gas. the dis- 
tance can seen other fumaroles, smoke rising softly from them. They 
are almost even with Crater Rock now, near the 10,000 foot level and 
the final struggle the top. 

“The Chute,” Martell says, pointing beyond Crater Rock with his 
ice axe. 

broad, snow-covered headwall, almost sheer cliff viewed from 
where they stand. Horizontal crevasses seam it, slashing across like 
knife marks white cake frosting. Skiles can see the path taken 
other climbers, skirting the crevasses wide zig-zag. seems great 
distance yet. 

They play the rocks, feeling their warmth, studying the strange 
colors and shapes. Martell stuffs couple small yellow stones his 
rucksack. Skiles would stay longer exploring the hot rocks, but Martell 
urges him on. 

late,” says. “It’s nearly already. And stay 
around the fumes too long. man supposed have slept here once 
and been asphyxiated.” 

reminder that the mountain can kill. Every summer some 
climber tourist pays the mountain for one another mistake. this 
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why climbing? No, not cheat danger. has not thought par- 
ticularly the danger. 

They move out again, having not really rested, but seems easier 
first. Second wind, Skiles thinks. They are broad bowl, surrounded 
the last steep peaks the top the mountain. Crater Rock partly 
blocks the fourth side, jagged gap either side where lava glaciers 
once roared down the mountain. the other three sides the walls rise 
sheer for thousand feet. 

“Listen,” Martell says. 

They hear sounds rocks breaking and dropping from the cliffs’ 
above, tinkle water dripping. The sun bakes the cliffs and the wind 
tears them, breaking and melting ice plastered there storms 
other days and nights. Sun and wind shear off chunks ice and rock, 
freeing them plunge into the bowl. 

They climb snow slope toward the supper side Crater Rock and 
Skiles’s second wind dissolves agonizing exertion. Then they are 
crest again, but Skiles feels less rested this time they follow 
around toward the awesome Chute. back Crater Rock there are 
more bare rocks, more fumaroles like the ones behind. The sulfur fills 
his 

They make their way patch rocks and dirt directly below the 
Chute. They sit there with their backs the mountain, facing the castle- 
like tower Crater Rock and the distant lower mountains, rich green 
against the nearby white, grey and black. The cloud layer entirely 
gone now, revealing every valley, lake and ridge 5,000 feet below. 

They slice cheese and munch bread. Skiles gulps his fruit juice fast 
that Martell has warn him, and feels like novice. I’ve hiked be- 
fore, thinks, should know better. forgetting everything I’ve 
ever learned just because I’m 10,000 feet high mountain? Martell 
must think I’m damn fool. feels twinge pain, thinking 
working with Martell the office Monday. 

put our crampons here,” Martell says. help 
the Chute.” 

“Why you all call the Chute?” Skiles demands. “You make 
sound like tunnel.” 

don’t know. guess it’s just what everyone calls it.” 

must watch his temper. It’s just that tired. 
condition for this sort thing and there sufficient reason that 
can think punish himself further. Hell, wait here. Let Martell 
ahead alone. 

But old men and housewives climb Mt. Hood. watches Martell 
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and then begins tie the spike-pointed frames his crampons. 
They feel heavy and unwieldy his boots. Finished, they continue 
sit until Martell looks his watch and gets his feet. “It’s almost 
noon,” says. better get the top and then down off this moun- 
tain. hour from here and less than that back.” 

I’m middle-aged man and tired and don’t really want 
climb this mountain enough care, Skiles thinks, but gets his 
feet his body longer linked with his mind. Why? asks 
himself. 

The crampons are cumbersome the rocks and dirt, but they hold 
beautifully minute later when steps onto the snow again and 
the Chute. The Chute rises and above them, ice-covered pin- 
nacles stabbing the sky overhead. goes forever, steeper than any 
the slopes far, the slopes that have cost much pain lungs and 


But miraculously doesn’t hurt. They climb only few steps 
time, and suddenly feels jaunty did the first lap from the 
lodge. can’t understand it, thinks, I’m not even tired. This 
cinch. For the first time feels that will actually perhaps make 
the top, and his arms and legs are strong young boy’s, his body 
pumping great spurt secretly hoarded energy. Joy bubbles 
the form talk and babbles about his feelings Martell, talking 
more few minutes than has all the rest the climb. Martell 
smiles, and then says they must climb faster and get out the Chute. 

They straight the slope for couple hundred yards, and then 
cut the right, skirting around crevasse. They traverse under some 
rock pinnacles and can see water dripping down the ice. Around 
them hears the snap and crack small rocks break off and skip 
down the slope. asks. “Yes,” Martell says, “Be careful 
not hit. Keep looking up.” 

After the crevasse becomes even steeper. Martell cuts steps with 
his ice axe until they arrive behind projecting rock, flat postage 
stamp snow. They stop breathe for minute and then continue up, 
toward narrow avalanche gulley centered between two giant guardian 
rocks. The icefalls increase and Skiles watches small boulders roll 
down the slope. The path they climb littered with such broken-off 
stones. Now not only tiredness has fight, but fear also. 

The last twenty-five yards thread between the two rocks. 
steeper than anything they have climbed, almost wall ice and snow 
The snow slushy under foot now, and the slope too steep dig 
kick more than shallow step. The burns down them, and 
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above, the sky almost black its blueness. like underexposed 
Kodachrome, not-quite-sane sky against entirely insane, ice-plastered 
jagged rocks. Skiles inches the face behind Martell, sees him disap- 
pear over lip. looks back and finds himself hanging almost 
space, the slush underfoot constantly slipping away, even from his 
clawing crampons. near panic and the cliff between the rocks 
mountain itself. stomach-knotted afraid and panting with 
his exertion, and the realization hits him that must come down this 
same face, blindly searching empty space for foothold. 

There are bits ice amid the slush, hummocks grasp and 
hold tight. Then release gropes toward the next one, his 
feet grovelling into the snow wall. climbs between the giant rocks 
and slowly the slope flattens out. sees Martell again. 

They are flat ridge-top, and looking where Martell points, 
hundred yards away along narrow ridge that climbs only gently, 
sees snow hummock with only blue sky beyond it. The top the 
mountain. They have made it. And looking down the far side the 
ridge they are sitting on, drop off 2,000 feet more bare rocks, 
glaciers, more rocks and finally the tree covered lower slopes. the 
distance two big lakes and miles low mountains and then the Cas- 
cade peaks, Mount St. Helens, Mt. Adams and Mt. Rainier far the 
north, matching Mt. Jefferson and the Three Sisters behind the 
south. Vast panorama, east the wheat fields, west the Willamette 
valley and the Coast Range. And the sky above, less blue here than 
the Chute, but still many times more blue than the valley. 

They walk casually the very summit and sit there sign the 
climber’s book its lead-covered screw-down box. Skiles writes only 
his name, but Martell writes back” the remarks column 
after his. The wind cold here and they begin shiver. back 
Skiles’s mind crouches fear the descent. 

They look around final time and then stroll back the top the 
Chute. Looking down, Skiles sees only the first few yards, and then 
nothing until the lower slopes the Chute, far below, leading inexor- 
ably the bare rocks. The fear thing his chest and stomach. 
How, except falling, can get off this mountain? “You ahead 
and wait here for the helicopter,” jokes, but neither them laugh. 
really wants stay. feels that can not down that slope, 
not without rope tie him something solid, protect him. Martell 
decided the day before Portland that rope was unnecessary, and 
Skiles feels stab anger for the mistake. 


“Take slow and easy,” Martell says. sure the other foot and 
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both hands are firm before you move foot. Kick good solid step be- 
fore you put your weight down.” 

Martell goes first, then Skiles. though has never gone 
down anything before. terrified the empty space front 
him, yet afraid turn his back and face the slope. though 
little child, going down stairs for the first time. This must exactly 
what child feels, what himself felt the first time stairs. 

And yet, like other children climbed and down those first 
stairs, climbed trees, went into fearsome dark places. edges himself 
sideways down the top the Chute and his mind chews the compari- 
son and his reason for climbing. And slowly his feet become accustomed 
the slushy, unsubstantial snow, begin trust the spiked crampons. 
Martell moves crab-like down the slope and follows and finally, just 
his fear leaving him, the slope begins gentle out. 

They rest again back the sharp needle rock the bottom the 
pitch, then continue down the Chute. One climbs down while the other 
watches for ice and rock falls. What seemed unimaginably steep slopes 
the ascent now seem less memory the last and steepest pitch. 
They detour around the crevasse and the time they are the last 
steep two hundred yards the Chute both and Martell are swinging 
down easily, facing out, letting the weight their bodies heel them 
step. 

They stand the bare rocks behind Crater Rock and Martell says: 
“Tt’s all downhill from here,” and they laugh uproariously the joke. 
“You did fine,” Martell says, and has good sound Skiles’s ear. 
Martell admits that had been afraid too, afraid the rocks and 
crevasses below, falling and rolling smash like fragile egg. 
has never seen much snow the Chute June, nor climbed such 
treacherous slush. 

They take off their crampons, drink the last the fruit juice, eat 
more cheese and bread and begin the descent off the mountain. Martell 
shows him how glissade, using his ice axe rudder, and then they 
run and slide and run again, and laugh. Skiles’s legs are tired and 
falls often, but the breeze rushes past him runs and Jeaps down 
the mountain, sliding first one foot and then the other. 

They are beside the White River glacier again when great mass 
basalt breaks away from far cliff with earth-shaking crash and 
plunges down into the glacier valley, rocks, snow, and boulder. They 
stand transfixed after the crash and roar end. sign the realness 
the danger from the icefalls, and Skiles remembers the Chute clearly. 

Then they run and slide again, and fall and laugh and run again. 
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They slow walk beyond where the snow runs out, down the last 
dirt path the lodge. Suddenly the air filled with the smell trees, 
rich and strong the odor sawmill, wood and bark and fat pine 
needles. They are dirty, unshaven and tired, swinging their ice axes 
they walk. There are tourists sport clothes wandering near the lodge 
and Skiles feels their eyes him and throws back his shoulders. 

You climb, thinks, you can come back down like this. not 
the climb itself but only have climbed. Like stairs apple trees when 
you are young. Like all the other things men that make them differ- 
ent from other creatures. You climb make the mountain part 
your own personal past tense. 

turns look back. big old volcanic cone, very long but not 
bad, and just sits there without recognizing him. But smells the 
pine needles and feels the eyes the tourists. And remembers. 
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THE MAN THE HOUSE 


The tufted satin over inner springs, 
The woolen floor under easy step 
Proclaim his station their offerings— 
Undoubted tokens wardenship. 


looks for comfort the channel changed, 
The dinner over and the paper read 

Where numb indifference and deadweight night 
Hold back the minutes from the hour for bed. 


master the insulated house 

sleeps protected from rude reply 

Where sound, held harmless the sound-proof walls, 
Carries question his mastery. 


ROBERT KAPLAN 


FRESHMAN COMPOSITION 


Shadows, 

ceaseless, moving lips, 
expanding, palpitate, 
grayer against gray, 
accompanied 
the careful volume 
modulated, variegated 
modern miracle 

emblematic action. 


Shadows 

umbral man 

dilate irrationally 

senseless counterpoint, 

and poor, dimpled, furry minds 
stare unseeing 

the undulating sound. 


the beginning was The Word... 
anachronism 

The Word, the word formula, 
the ashy essence 

age 

pregnant with emptiness. 

oila the sound 

the fury died 

some time ago. 
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THE WINCHESTER PAPERS 


all humbleness and humility believe that have finally dredged 
the bottom the greatest least human interest story devolv- 
ing around important literary man our time. 

you know anything about his life you probably least 
have read about him Speed Mason’s novel The End Our Day—you 
probably think Payne Winchester drunk, undisputably 
former talent, but gone seed and liquor. 

Not so. was the verge real comeback and had found him- 
self through the love good woman had not met with death 
the wrong time. Not everyone knows that, and the story have 
unearthed. People would see him parties and what would 
doing? Drinking. But people would not see him his secret life, 
home, sitting hunched over his typewriter, about finish the greatest 
novel his career. one knows how this girl helped him remake him- 
self from the very depths. 

They were life rafts each other the cross-currents Hollywood 
and helped her remake herself, too. That their secret life together 
and how they saved each other story. 

course, things turned out, had use almost psycho-analytic 
methods get it, but then even becoming another personality not 
unfamiliar have to. You may know the books—or have seen 
the films—that ghosted for Meredith Custer and Vivian Delmont. 
Totally dissimilar personalities, one man and one woman, but man- 
aged make myself each them and speak their voice. Each 
them was drunk—like Payne—and though quite moderate 
drinker myself and seldom have cocktail before five o’clock, was 
able imagine the depraved and sordid depths which they wallowed 
before they were able find themselves and make comeback. 

Cecile Carmen not drunk, but this case had make myself 
into two personalities—hers and Payne Winchester’s—to able 
speak their voice. How well succeeded, course, the public will 
have judge. But whatever the verdict the public, tell you that this 
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Cliff Dwellings. Copper and Steel. 1957 30” 20” 
collection Morris Graves. 


Arrangement Five. Steel. 1958 48” 28” 
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Glen Alps 


The no-man’s land between creativity for communication and creativ- 
ity for function seldom spanned the satisfaction both areas. 

few architects have achieved easy passage between the two arenas, 
and muralists have won squatters’ rights both territories. uneasy 
peace rests between the two fields this century, with “decorative” 
considered fighting word many painters and sculptors and “un- 
craftsmanlike” rallying cry some traditionalists who see art purely 
technique. 

Glen Alps Seattle works quietly and with honor both territories. 

The dualism necessary such citizenship both realms echoed 
the two paths Alps’ creativity—printmaking and sculpture. 

both these media Alps has charted new territory. won his 
apprenticeship some fifteen years ago through sensitive yet bold use 
the serigraph and lithograph, samples which have been shown 
throughout the United States, Europe, and Japan. Four years ago Alps 
established new print technique, the which since has 
graduated beyond the need quotation marks. The Collagraph weds 
the collage the other tools the printmaker. 

Five years ago, Alps created and figuratively— 
which opened new vistas the use metal material for sculpture, 
and new possibilities the use sculpture utilitarian objects. 

sequence, Alps the printmaker preceded Alps the sculptor. 
importance, the emotional impact Alps sculpture show 1958 
the University Washington’s Henry Gallery made the major show 
the year for the Pacific Northwest. 

Alps was born Loveland, Colorado, 1914. received his B.A. 
degree from the Colorado State College Education and his M.F.A. 
degree from the University Washington, where now teaches. 

The years academic work were financed through variety work 
commercial art. 

The result these years for money’s appears 
heightened perception the limitations pictorialism, accompanied 
great respect for the requirements moving beyond it. 

Alp’s progress printmaker and his experimental work Collag- 
raphy accompanied his teaching the University Washington where 

His development sculptor appears have been more personal. 

The first publicly-displayed Alps metal sculpture was door 
Seattle shop. 

been New Orleans grill work. Then began working 
with cut-paper shapes Alps said. discovered the 
new dimensions the shadows these forms, and was found 
new 


This new world slowly has emerged Alps has created first, the 
heavy bent-wire forms which yield third dimension from single 
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and later, the sheet metal with literal dimension beyond line, 
which thrust into additional direction through elaboration the 
wire sculpture’s “painting 

“My sculpture developed through continued study aesthetic or- 
ganic space two-dimensional Alps says, deeper 
and deeper penetration and building up, higher and higher, the print- 
ing plates. 

“Then, the need for inventive, moving, pulsating parts caused whole 
new pathway emerge. Cutting, molding and shaping volumes, then 
casting shadows these forms bent surfaces, warped surfaces, tex- 
tured surfaces could originate sensitive and meaningful space organiza- 
tion. this way the sculpture was the evolvement illusionary space 
into actual space.” 

Alps, the conversationalist and Alps, the artist, are similar. There 
directness his speech and lack pretense. 

don’t work studio. work the basement house. feel 
closer developing organic feeling reality now, dealing 
shapes, and space, then when was using actual subjects for 
arrangements while trying retain their identity. 

“The importance tree, for example, lies for the quality 
motion and growth.” 

This directness apparent recent Alps work. can afford by- 
pass the mobile, accomplishing its purpose motion through station- 
ary piece sculpture. 

afford depart from the tight world plate-making which 
print-makers begin creation. mastered this part the process before 
conceived the idea calling upon the uses collage for print-making. 

March this vear, Seattle displayed variety the results 
Alps’s voyages into these two art fields. 

The Collagraph “Studio Scene” was one the major works the 
annual International Northwest Printmakers’ Show the Seattle Art 
Museum. bore evidence the reason for this new technique print- 
making, but the result made technique secondary importance the 
new vista. 

new Alps sculpture was placed Seattle’s recently completed pub- 
lic library. This casting shadow” the descendant the 
door created five years ago. 

one-man show Alps’s work prints the Hanga Gallery. 

The influence Alps’s work measured through looking, not read- 
ing. 

Coleridge defined “The infallible test blameless namely, its 
untranslatableness words the same language without injury the 

Alp’s work will have many meanings there are eyes which see 
it. These direct translations lie the following pages. 
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Tree. Lithograph. 1958 19” 25” 


The Checkered Table. Color Lithograph. 1954 24” 18” 
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oil, Color Lithograph. 1954 23” 17” 
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Collagraph 14. Collagraph. 1959 22”x 33” 


Fireplace Treated Steel. 1957 42” 32” 


Collection Mr. and Mrs. John Hauberg Jr. 


Formed Steel. Steel. 1957 49” 
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Chickens. Color Lithograph. 24” 18” 
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958 52” 30” 


Fireplace Screen and Hearth Piece. Steel. 


Collection Mr. and Mrs. Don Altenburg 


Wire Design for Glass 1956 30” 60” 


Vertical Wire Piece. 1954 22” 68” 
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WINCHESTER PAPERS 


great stuff what they should see each other—she young, beautiful 
girl with everything look forward to—Success—and broken 
down has-been hack overflowed the times and forgotten the public 
that had once adored him how they met crazy party one Sunday 
evening and single glance knew they were for each other. 

She was the embodiment all his themes—Romance. ha. That 
explains him. But was twenty years older than she and had such 
bad reputation that people were almost afraid ask him their parties. 
had arrested tuberculosis and kidney condition and she’d had dates 
with big people such Arch Orcup and everything look forward to. 
was like little boy with his nose pressed the window restau- 
rant where people are eating though outwardly nasty drunk. What 
could she possibly see him? 


She hadn’t even read his great novels which had once been house- 
hold word almost before she got the age cognizance. Well, know 
now that was some undefinable instinct intuition that she pierced 
the shell through him and saw the great, humble human qualities 
inside him. was much the same thing happened the case 
Vivian Delmont when she met Gorth Lee, her present husband and 


agent, cocktail party and instantaneously perceived the nature 
her tragedy and all that had happened her. 

Cecile gave herself this nobody who was Payne Winchester for 
four years and introduced him Arch Orcup, who was incidentally 
going the central protagonist Payne’s greatest novel. But was 
not she did not get something return, for learning the beauty 
sacrifice and steadfastness she transformed what had been girl 
without direction—herself—into mature and radiant woman who was 
able have mature marriage after Payne’s death, raise lovely chil- 
dren, and nevertheless have career for herself. 

his suffering made her see what she had been before—selfish, 
thinking only self, and recognition unpayable debt his 
genius that she has finally consented confide the material for what 
going call with great simplicity Payne Winchester. For years 
Cecile was toying with the idea writing this material herself and pub- 
lishing under the title Four Years with Payne Winchester, but 
that would have been bad taste, and this count where enter into 
the picture. Arch Orcup, Jr. Mogul Pictures found out that Stalk 
Bywaters were considering Cecile’s manuscript for publication, and 
because his father had always had special place his heart for Payne, 
Arch called possible screen treatment liked the book. 

instantaneous frank thought the matter was that would not 
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good taste for Cecile, who known many Hollywood people 
and was wife and mother for good many years, bring out such 
book under her own name, and think that Arch—who every bit 
keen his father, though not the same stature, perhaps—at once 
grasped thought and suggested that drop Stalk Bywaters 
discuss impression with them and have look what Cecile had 
written. 

had not read twenty pages the manuscript when saw that Cecile 
had missed the real significance the experience she was attempting 
recount. Whatever great benefits Payne Winchester had endowed 
this girl had not made her into writer. 

you know, almost twenty years since Winchester’s untimely 
death and for part that time was obscurity well many 
people dying who might have once had some importance his life 
got drunk with him this that party. Cecile had evidently made two 
immense mistakes. One, she had worked from diary. Two, she had 
originally put her material together the year after Winchester’s death 
with the tought bad taste selling Arch Orcup, Sr. and had not 
sufficiently updated her material satisfy the present interest Win- 
chester. She used lot names that are longer familiar the 
present generation who would hardly remember Arch Orcup were 
not for the presence Arch Jr. 

Stalk agreed once when pointed out these flaws that profes- 
sional writer would not have committed and once called Cecile 
Hollywood persuade her that she must talk before anything 
further was done. was the plane that night. 

Flying out, had chance peruse her document more thoroughly 
and review own recollections Payne Winchester more 
leisure. remembered that Payne had been the idol his generation 
before embraced alcoholism and the quality his work longer 
found favor with the public and regarded himself mere Holly- 
wood hack trying pay off the debts had incurred himself the 
Roaring Twenties. Youth, bobbed hair, kisses, rebellion against parents 
who not understand the younger generation—that had been the 
Payne Winchester whom had taken into our hearts. 

That was the Payne Winchester whom Cecile Carmen had given 
her youth that might recapture the laughing but matured vision 
had lost thousand cocktail parties. But Cecile—of all people !—had 
written him though she did not understand what made him drink, 
though what said his blackest moods profundis represented 
his true view the novel was never complete, and con- 
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tinued drink heavily during the period her aegis had before 
met her. 

She was aiming two stools when she wrote and consequently fail- 
ing satisfy either one. She was evidently very much impressed and 
under the cloud Payne’s literary friends who have been bleeding for 
twenty years about what Hollywood did Payne without ever having 
the common decency think that they might wrong. 

The other error Cecile had made was trying sex her material. 
Evidently was her impression that this might make more saleable, 
but the opposite often true and have always found that with mature 
audience you can count them assuming that when man and woman 
get together and there third party present the normal things 
happen. fought terrific battle keep sex out the Meredith Custer 
Story, and the public, which was tired having his proclivities toward 
the sexual underlined, vindicated me. think the upshot has also been 
that Meredith better man since the movie appeared. 

Well, had more difficulty than had anticipated bringing Arch 
see point view and persuading him make Cecile forthwith 
option that would convince her our seriousness and deep interest. 

However, that short span more than twenty-four hours since 
she had first been sounded, someone had been her, and when called 
her from Arch’s office she began cursing Stalk Bywater, her agent, 
Arch, and me. She hung cursing like fishwife and threatening 
sue Stalk Bywater for breach contract. 

“Wait,” said Arch. “We will give her time talk this over with 
her agent. Stalk Bywater haven’t signed any contract with her. She 
has very poor basis for suit and will call back when she has had 
chance think.” 

see how the cookie crumbles,” Arch said. “Personally would 
view that can this thing very well without Cecile she 
doesn’t choose play ball.” 

“No,” said quietly. only one right way manage this 
property and justice Payne Winchester and that make 
full use undisclosed facts that only Cecile knows, which she has not 
yet even written about but are probably buried her subconscious. 
She is, after all, the same person who turned the tide for Payne and 
helped him see that could get back the track, and I’m convinced 
that we’ll find the selfsame qualities her today. need her full cooper- 
ation.” 

must have thought that was raging lunatic insist upon per- 
fection when might have been superficially easy work from the facts 
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the case which long ago were public knowledge gossip. But bore 
with and was vindicated when that evening Cecile called 
hotel and asked come and see her. 

Now, mind you, did not know then what know now about Cecile 
and that was the first time had laid eyes her, when went her 
apartment, but will take credit for seeing through the exterior she pre- 
sented soon she opened the door and single glance glimpsing 
the almost leprechaun quality her that Payne had adored. 

She was little more than average housewife forty-five, far 
the average eye could see, though she had tried get herself with 
certain overdone sophistication for the occasion. 

Cecile introduced her husband and two children with almost 
apologetic manner. She seemed sense that they were, speak, 
obtrusive what had come for. took instant dislike her hus- 
band, already adapting myself the role alter ego for Payne 
and had come back life and found somebody else married his girl 
and the father her children. had wanted something better for her 
than this, and was here help her get she played her cards right. 

Also bad taste was her daughter Winnie, who very quickly forced 
the subject conversation around Payne before any the amenities 
were wholly observed and while her father was still the living room 
with us. view the extreme way she, speak, threw her mother’s 
lover his face can sympathize partly with the way stalked out 
the room without even the courtesy bidding good night. 

Winnie was full half-baked romantic ideas about Payne, and she 
ran off the mouth for twenty minutes about the way his relationship 
with her mother could looked at. Finally shut her asking, 
“What are you doing? Writing?” 

She blushed and admitted that, No, she couldn’t write but had thought 
about whole lot. She was retreat and when her mother told her 
that had some business talk over she left the room without being 
able meet eyes. 

Cecile, who her nature honest and candid, once wanted 
know what kind deal had propose. And just honestly 
told her wasn’t sure yet until saw what each our contributions 
would the property that might emerge from our joint efforts. 

She may not have liked this the time but sensed with her instinct 
that would more than fair when the time came and there was noth- 
ing she could but wait until saw things more clearly. 

And then she asked, without any prompting, the next vital question, 
which was how were going work together intangible proj- 
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ect appeared have mind. Now that was one hadn’t faced yet, 
but happens with most creative people trust playing ear 
and everything turns our mill once have thrown our full creative 
force toward goal. 

answered without pause that might most profitable she 
would around with the places where she had been with Payne 
—not much for see her those backgrounds she would 
refreshed live the past and dig those fresh, vital memories that 
were absent from her manuscript that had seen. 

She answered that she would have talk this over fully with her 
husband before she agreed, and answered with dignity that that was 
the natural thing for her do. 


For week and all good faith worked like slaves. drove all 
over The County studios and night clubs and see some her for- 
mer friends (who mostly tried co-operate but did not have the feel 
what was after) and even look where the site was the apart- 
ment building where she had lived with Payne, though has been torn 
down long ago. took reams notes, have trained myself do. 

But both were sitting gloomy down-hearted silence late one 
evening bar not distant from where Payne had his office when 
worked for Arch Sr. when she said abruptly, “You’re not getting 
what you want, are you?” 

Taken aback and startled was, instantly acknowledged the truth 
her perception. told her that she had shown many things and 
told many facts but there was cloud mind and could 
not see clearly where and how had all begun between Payne and her. 
used the metaphor that was there was one particular, important 
place that she was deliberately blocking and not taking to. 

“All right,” she said. “You’re cunning old bastard. There cabin 
the mountains where—where all began. Where used 
when got afraid for each other. didn’t want you anyone else 
ever see it. But take you there this weekend.” 

She seemed have said this rather defiantly, and said would only 
she felt sincerely that would help lubricate the flow her memo- 
ries so. And she said she was sure would. 

That weekend was the turning point toward Success. Partly must 
admitted that once the money-angle worries had been removed from 
Cecile’s mind she was able probe deeper without them. And 
unexplainable coincidence things happening together had become 
confident enough what had unearthed during that weekend 
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make her substantial monetary offer that she could never have got 
dealing herself she tried with Stalk Bywaters, not men- 
tion Arch Jr. 

have nothing but praise for the way she opened subsequently and 
was able divulge all sorts intimate, significant details that she had 
not even suspected that she retained her present age. Not all 
these details, naturally, proved usable book that will in- 
tended for wide circulation, but any writer can tell you, what 
published only one-tenth the iceberg, the other nine-tenths being 
submerged but just necessary the final product. 

She even went far let use what going refer 
the introduction the Winchester papers—that is, the letters, notes, 
bills and what not that threw much light Payne’s many-faceted 
personality. 

learned that had been touch-and-go whether these would come 
into hands astray and cause untold suffering many innocent 
people. seems that some graduate student from Berkeley had been 
courting Winnie—obviously for ulterior motives since was much 
older than she and could hardly have been interested her for herself 
alone—and the Winchester papers actually belonged Winnie. That 
is, Cecile had sentimentally and recklessly put them safe deposit 
box for which only Winnie had the key. This graduate student had been 
for some time trying entice Winnie into letting him buy the papers 
and had even got small fund from his school for that purpose, and 
was only after Cecile had serious talk with Winnie that the decision 
was made turn the papers over instead him. 

That decision was like miracle, for all the papers represented the 
part the iceberg that should remain perpetually submerged. They 
were not the true style spirit Payne Winchester his joyful 
view life, but rather represented the dark forces from which Cecile 
had done much liberate him. felt that was carrying farther what 
she had begun when took own head burn those papers 
rather than return them loose upon the world. All that was meaningful 
them digested and put under water—just she had converted all 
that was still any good him into something youthful his middle age. 
never came back far but what his light side needed protected 
from his dark side. was who cared about him for him. 

best that the spiteful depressed things wrote about even people 
like Arch Orcup who had been known one and all his friend should 
kept from readers unequipped understand. And furthermore, 
Cecile never going have worry that anyone will come along with 
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any material that throws doubt our definite book. However, burning 
those papers was one the things that, believe, she has not yet for- 
given for, though know enough human nature know that she 
will. have got, jointly, highly potential property Payne Win- 
chester and when the benefits begin accrue in, she will see how right 
was. 

She had been cooperating smoothly with once got stride 
together that was not aware she harbored any resentment against 
all until she drove out the airport return New York. When 
she would not let kiss her goodbye, could tell she was not her 
sunniest humor and the leprechaun quality was not visible all. Never- 
theless, played part and said what had been meaning to, which 
was feel that have got the bottom just what you did for Payne, 
since you have done somewhat the same kind thing for me.” 

guess have that,” she said with unwholesome look spoiling 
her pretty face. 

grateful, just believe should have been,” said. 

She was upset her conflict emotions that she said, “You 
sonofabitch. You know only did this for Winnie’s sake don’t you 

would have been unfair and not good taste have tried such 
moment make her see how wrong she was speak like that me, 
maintained dignified silence. 

Though never liked Winnie, and though the girl never put herself 
out get along with she could have easily, quite willing 
concur this wish Cecile’s, that all she wants. Far from 
back any agreement have signed name to, and will 

see that Winnie gets every penny she entitled to. own satis- 
faction will different kind. personally feel that hundreds 
thousands American readers are going learn lesson hope from 
Payne Winchester, and will derive pride from that fact. 
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CRANSTON SEMBLER 


Cranston Sembler, 
specialist the construction 
places confinement, 
Had progressed from small jails 
magnificently complex penitentiaries 
eight years. 
His death cells 
were the ultimate execution, 
And his isolation cells 
were scarcely approached. 
But his supreme contribution 
the technology incarceration 
Was the office Warden 
the penal pentagon known Sembler City. 


One office wall was picture window, 
bullet-proof and body-proof, 
Through which could seen vast fields 
and endless brook. 
The opposite wall 
had single window, brightly curtained, 
And through this window could seen the playground 
school children. 
the other walls 
were portraits fair women 
and travel posters, 
And locks and bars 
were nowhere the room. 
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said that the residents Sembler City 

were unusually tractable. 
For those whose early refractory attitudes 

were undiminished whips hoses, 

the loss presumed privileges, 
constructive delivery into isolation, 

There would come the Visit the Warden’s office. 
Perhaps was the way the sun was always there, 
the way the Warden nursed his drink and smiled... 
Whatever the touch that gave such power 

the blending all things seen and imagined, 
The visitors would return 

single cellnight strange 
And dully obey thereafter. 
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THE SALVATION MACHINE 


Somewhere Asia the command received fire inter-con- 
tinental missile armed with nuclear The countdown goes 
uneventfully, and the rocket ignited. first the missile seems 
merely stand its tail flame. one unfamiliar with rockets 
would seem the missile would never ascend from the launch pad. 
But the men the blockhouse controls are not alarmed; they know 
the labored take-off characteristic. 

Rising from the launch pad like overloaded elevator, the missile 
gains speed and soars point high above the earth, where levels 
off. The booster stage drops. The rocket accelerates. After five min- 
utes traveling 16,000 miles hour. The flight proceeding 
according program. the correct point space the nose cone 
armed. Seconds later, gently separated from the final stage the 
missile, begins falling around the earth ballistic trajectory calcu- 
lated terminate minutes later American city. 

America the long-range radar picks unfamiliar object. 
can only one thing—an enemy missile. The long-awaited attack 
has come. The command goes out, and anti-missile missile based 
the Colorado Rockies fired seek out the attacking ICBM and 
destroy it. 

air-conditioned laboratory eastern defense plant, 
group men are gathered, waiting. Two Air Force generals, repre- 
sentative from the government’s space agency, the chief engineer 
Cosmic Electronics, Incorporated, whose plant are in, boss 
Snodgrass, and myself are observing electronic computer calculate 
the path the defending missile must follow intercept the attacker. 
Fed the radar with continuous information target behavior, the 
computer coming with solutions which turn are transmitted 
the intercepting missile. Nobody knows for sure whether the solu- 
tions are right wrong. will know several minutes when our 
defender will either have collided with the target will have missed it. 
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glance the electric clock the gray wall the lab. “Better 
pray,” tell them. “It’s now never.” 

plus fifteen minutes after lunch, the missile nose cone, made 
alloy sufficiently rugged withstand atmospheric friction 
capable consuming meteor, re-enters the stratosphere, above 
little French town Quebec. Down below school has just let out; 
children are their way home. 

crowd around the computer, intent the counters and dials. 
precisely plus minutes and 760 milliseconds after the start 
the problem, our defending missile intercepts and destroys the 
attacker. 

The reaction probably the same that experienced the atomic 
scientists after exploded their first bomb. 

“Does look good?” One the generals was speaking, the 
younger the two. 

The question was addressed me, but Metcalfe, the chief engineer, 
answered it. “It looks good,” Metcalfe assured the general. “As far 
can determine test this kind, we’ve been successful. The 
test shows complete compatibility between the radar and the com- 
puter.” 

perfect marriage between the detection equipment and the anti- 
missile missile computer,” Snodgrass added, unnecessarily. felt 
embarrassed. The comment was superfluous and pompous. 

Faces remained impassive but behind them were many thoughts. 
would guess the generals were happy able return Ballis- 
tic Missile Division and report that Cosmic Electronics had devel- 
oped promising defense against ICBM’s. boss and Metcalfe, 
business men the core, were dreaming, would imagine, multi- 
million dollar contracts. Western diplomats, once they heard the news, 
would happy jig. 

But was visualizing the consequences the attack just simulated 
had been real. Even assuming had stopped few ICBM’s, suffi- 
cient number would have penetrated our defenses create unimag- 
inable havoc. Cities wiped off the map. Corpses the millions. 
Thousands square miles poisoned with radio-activity, the very air 
unbreathable. the stratosphere globe-encircling belt radio- 
active muck, ineluctably showering strontium earth already 
ravaged, doing Heaven only knows what damage organisms un- 
unfortunate enough have survived. 

our shield was made paper. illusion. Another narcotic 
lull sleep. Because the missile age, defense has impreg- 
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nable, it’s worthless. defense can that good. How long would 
take for this unhappy truth sink in? 

The cheery atmosphere the lab was killing me. Instead con- 
gratulating ourselves, felt should doing penance. went up- 
stairs desk, where fellow engineers crowded around me, eager 
for details the demonstration. 

doubt they were congratulating the right one. was who 
had midwifed the computer through research and development. 
plaudits were due, they were due me. the other hand, divine 
judgment was going fall, supposed should fall me. 

didn’t want plaudits. wanted talk Johnson. 

Everybody needs least one person can talk to, without fear 
shame. Johnson filled this role for me. drank beer together, 
attended ball games and concerts together, exchanged books and 
magazine articles. long Johnny was around, things could never 
get too bad. 

joined him his desk. “Let’s have coffee,” greeted me. 

Johnny drank black coffee all day long and his fingers were stained 
with the smoke unfiltered cigarettes. reminded somehow 

could hardly wait until got outside the coffee machine. 

“Johnny,” said, “we’re working loony bin. I’m I’ve 
reached the point where I’ve developed the nerve the asininity 
say ‘no.’ Somebody has say ‘no,’ John. Trying stop ICBM 
the ultimate folly. can’t get any crazier. Because when they 
attack attack the hundreds. Only one has get through. 
Only one with megaton bomb.” 

Johnny lit unfiltered cigarette and dropped coin into the coffee 
machine. The machine clicked, whirred, and squirted hot black coffee 
into cardboard cup. 

“At your moment triumph quitting 

“Nobody, Johnny—not even husband and father—should have 
things that are bad for him.” 

“Are they bad for you?” 

“Do you have told you’re living pig 

“Everybody lives pig sties.” 

“Yes, look them.” 

The topic was already becoming tedious, feared. Perhaps was 
boring him. 

“Evidently Snodgrass hasn’t told you,” said. 

“Snodgrass doesn’t tell anything. Why should he? leaves 
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strictly alone. That’s the way like it.” said this make 
clear didn’t think much people who snooped around discover 
what the boss was going next. 

“He’s assigning your job, Gene. Auntie.” 

broke the news gently, suppose, but hurt just the same. 
immediate reaction was doubt Taking off the com- 
puter this point would like benching star pitcher the middle 
the World Series. 

“He’s crazy,” said. would that?” 

always argued the computer didn’t mean thing me. Yet the 
minute was taken away feelings were hurt. was being infan- 
tile. Just like all the rest Cosmic. 

“He’s crazy,” said, again. “You can’t change project engineers 
mid-stream.” 

The place seemed strange and hostile. These youthful engineers, 
looking important, rushing around their little missions. What 
schemes were they to? Their lives seemed empty and trivial. 
Worse, baneful. 

“Well,” said, “it gives good out, anyhow. How about you? 
How’d you like job designing juke boxes 

was plain from his expression didn’t consider the remark 
funny. 

looked him again, more closely. His hair wasn’t gray, had 
thought; was white. Johnny was old, older than even. was 
real old. Talk about new job wasn’t funny. 

The coffee was getting cold cup. really didn’t want it. 

suppose happy, least,” said. computer’s good 
job.” 

was better than good job. was Johnny’s best job twenty 
years, his last chance rise from the ranks. The world’s salvation, 
and Johnny, not had his hand. 

wasn’t sure what wanted him, but was hoping he’d give 
sign the old Johnny was still alive. was thinking the night 
spent Brooklyn bar, outlining whole new world. Armaments 
had place that world. Maybe was looking for disavowal 
from him, some flip remark indicate was still with me, least 
spirit, even was outwardly capitulating. Nothing came. 
This hurt, because showed I’d been wrong about him. 
had changed, without warning about it, he’d been stringing 
along. Either way was bad. he’d been stringing proved 
was untrue and had changed there wasn’t enough reason 
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for it. Being project engineer, even Auntie, wasn’t good enough 
reason give something you believed in. 

saw couldn’t confide Johnny any more. from one person 
Cosmic could talk to, now had none. 

lingered the hall the coffee machine, disillusioned with 
each other, trying think something say that wouldn’t stir 
argument. wanted feel sorry about the thing that had come 
between us, spoiling our friendship, but couldn’t. The truth was 
was fighting against the discovery didn’t like him, after all. didn’t 
want judge him but there was law saying had like him, either. 

dropped the paper cup, rim down, and exploded with heel. 
“After kill myself over the crummy instrument. Thousands 
hours. That’s gratitude, isn’t it?” 

“Gratitude? The company’s business make money. 
here get much can.” 

“You never used talk that way.” 

“No. Once believed something could done. don’t any more. 
You can’t kick against the pricks, son.” 

clapped the shoulder, the way veteran reporter might 
cub fired with the ambition expose city hall. 

“You don’t get the drift, Gene. solved the unemployment 
problem. the only society history have both guns and 
butter. We’ve discovered how keep the economy running, indefi- 
nitely. Without missiles smack the middle depression. 
Don’t let anybody kid you. Maybe you don’t remember the Thirties, 
but remember them. never want see them again, ever.” 

remembered the Thirties. had leave college because father 
lost his money. After long time with work took job with 
the Pennsy attendant the men’s room, and was glad get 
even though had M.A. degree. 

“The Russians, they need armaments, too,” Johnny was saying. 
wasn’t really listening.) need armaments support the 
myth capitalist encirclement.” was holding the paper cup under 
his nose; the coffee was growing cold because was too busy talk- 
ing drink it. “So both benefit, both and the Russians. 
live high off the hog and the Communist bosses keep their people 
from rebelling.” (Still sip.) “At the same time it’s well under- 
stood both sides that nuclear weapons can never used.” (No sip 
yet; the coffee must have been lukewarm.) “Nuclear warfare would 
mean curtains for everybody. Neither side can dare upset the apple- 
cart. calm your fears. Meanwhile you’ve never had good. 
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Have you?” His coffee had chilled. dumped down the drain. 

“The anti-missile missile upsets all said. “It breaks the 
stalemate.” 

Was Johnny serious was merely indulging some playful 
theorizing? didn’t know, but the argument left weak-kneed. 
sounded like the lunatic rationalization sane man might employ 
deaden his conscience. got the frightening impression might 
uttering what people were thinking. 

Disorganized and depressed, couldn’t stand going back desk 
took stroll through the halls, thinking how radically things 
had changed from the old days, when the company was just little 
machine shop making synchros and small motors for Navy ordnance. 
Now the plant was about two city blocks long, Hordes engineers, 
technicians, and shop workers showed daily for work, and they 
drew weekly salary averaging over three hundred thousand dollars, 
approximately fifteen million year. support this establish- 
ment needed multimillion dollar contracts. That is, needed 
work missiles, where the bulk the defense dollar goes. 

was hard believe really moved into the major leagues. 
man who remembers his humble origins tends think his 
competitors big, but not himself. could readily accept GE’s 
being big, and RCA, and Sperry, and Convair, and North American, 
but was hard think Cosmic big. Yet big were, and 
had ravenous appetite. needed millions dollars keep 
alive. 

And Cosmic was only one many. Pushbutton warfare was 
longer science fiction, but reality. 

What compulsion drove us? What spell were under? Knowing 
the meaning our acts, nevertheless continued make weapons 
extermination. But what good were they? Surely the enemy can’t 
blotted out, matter how profound our disagreement with him. 
There has something left him forgive and possibly even 
redeem, and course you can’t redeem corpses. There has 
enough left both you admit sin and expiate it. were 
stuck with something could never use and still remain human. 

wanted further part the enterprise. missiles had 
made, let others make them. was sick the lunatic preoccupation 
with death and destruction. 

the end the hall doors had been opened because the warmth 
the day. felt the need get outside, away from the tobacco 
fumes which the plant air conditioning never seems capable carry- 
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ing off. Through the barbed wire fence could see traffic moving 
along the main road, and the other side the little houses the 
suburban community into which our plant had come like foreign 
army. Here had erected our two-story, tan brick building, modern 
the minute yet mysterious and invulnerable citadel, hedged 
barbed wire and protected armed guards and responsible 
one except handful men Ballistic Missile Division operating 
much secrecy and remote from public correction censure. 
With the community where had set operations had neither 
ties nor exchanges. the townspeople really knew what was being 
done here, would they storm the factory and smash the machines? 
would they continue ignore us, ignored them? 

Despite gloom, the day was beautiful enough make wild 
with longing. was early spring and the light was softer and 
warmer, hadn’t noticed how much the light must have been bright- 
ening each day spring came Light was pouring from the 
sky. The joy making light was great that whoever was doing 
couldn’t stop. was crazy have all that light. Crazy, prodigal, 
and glorious. 

had yen get into car and drive away. would drive into 
the country, the Hudson Valley Hyde Park, where would 
stop off and visit FDR’s grave. Then eastward, along byways still 
unpaved, through towns with names like Salt Point, Clinton Corners, 
and Wappinger’s Falls. Herds would out the pastures and there 
would delicious smell fruit blossoms the air, and the heavy, 
obliterating odor cow manure. would stop country hotel and 
eat was hungry and afterwards stand the bar and drink with 
the farmers. would stay the country and take long walks until 
mind cleared. Then perhaps would come back Cosmic, per- 
haps not. 

stayed outside long could, then returned desk. 
Through the corrugated glass partition the distorted shadow 
Snodgress’ head was bobbing and down. The sight enraged me. 
barged into his office. 

took him long while look from his papers. 

“You owe explanation,” fired him. 

banged the door shut. didn’t want any interruptions. 

“It’s nothing against you, Gene.” was trying hard not offend 
further, seemed. “The and phase over and mov- 
ing into production. want Johnson familiar with production 
problems the computer. I’m breaking him now.” 
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optimistic, aren’t you? What makes you think get 
the production contract? There are other companies, with better de- 
livery records.” didn’t answer. “Anyhow, know much about 
production Johnson does. I’ve been here long time, Snod, longer 
than you have. the old days engineer helped out the shop, 
necessary. can still it.” was getting all choked with nostalgia, 
thinking about those wonderful instruments designed and helped 
build. Where were they now? “Why, remember...” 

“All right. It’s your attitude, Gene.” 

rocked back his swivel chair, patting his bald spot with the 
palm his right hand, little mannerism had whenever sensed 
argument coming. 

“Your attitude. You give the impression doing favor 
working 

not being paid for attitude. did job, didn’t who 
cares about attitude? Next rating loyalty.” 

need believers, Gene.” 

the difference believe not?” 

makes big difference. When get this contract—and 
get face the tightest schedules we’ve ever known. means 
buckling down and being rough with people. It’s not the old days, 
Gene, when everything was sloppy and friendly. You’ve got 
tough. can’t produce, the Air Force goes elsewhere. can’t 
picture you going down the factory and screaming because com- 
mitment threatened. think you’d just let go.” 

Cosmic wanted undisputed possession, total allegiance. How could 
make the computer life? 

“Maybe they ought develop belief pill,” said. 

was smarting from his treatment and didn’t want quit argu- 
ing. “After sweat out the machine, Snod, you give somebody 
else. this fair?” 


“You'll get your reward. Didn’t tell you you’re getting in- 
crease 

“Thanks. Besides, it’s not ready for production. have troubles. 
They didn’t show the demonstration but still have 
don’t know how were able pass the test. The machine isn’t 
ready for production. isn’t reliable, I’ve told you half dozen 
memos. We’re going have breakdowns. need time turn out 
decent machine. We. 

“No machine ever ready for production. listened you 
engineers, never get piece hardware out the door.” 
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began fiddling with his papers but still didn’t intend let him 
off. suppose you realize I’m without assignment? What would 
the Air Force say they knew one Cosmic’s senior engineers was 
just sitting around?” 

worry about that.” 

“Okay, worry about it.” 

What was really worrying him, though, was the contract. and 
contracts aren’t very profitable, usually, and Cosmic was banking 
fat production contract make the computer venture worthwhile. 
lost out, there would certainly layoffs. Maybe Snodgrass 
himself would get the axe. the other hand good contract like 
Auntie would keep the company prosperous for several years. 

“Never fear, Gene,” said. “Cosmic will always need you.” 

“Yes, but may not always need voice was quavering. 
“Snod, could walk right out you. I’ve been thinking about it, 
anyhow. Now given good excuse.” 

knew shook him. didn’t want lose me, for the simple 
reason wasn’t sure Johnson. wanted around case 
trouble. 


“That would foolish thing do. man with the company 
twenty years.” 

went back desk, feeling lonely and out sorts. didn’t 
seem right that some one else, even Johnny, should guiding the 
computer through production. What the machine gave trouble? 

The following day Snod gave routine job, just keep 
off overhead. couldn’t object. long the union contract wasn’t 
breached, had grievance. 

With not enough occupy had plenty time think. be- 
came moody and solitary. Instead joining the other engineers the 
cafeteria, brought sandwich and ate desk, thinking one 
but myself, mulling over whether should stay Cosmic break 
away. 

Then Snodgrass came through with another job, little better this 
time. But figured had enough. undertook one more assign- 
ment for Cosmic, I’d boxed for the rest life. Because 
matter how I’d sneered the boss’s optimism, deep down be- 
lieved wouldn’t long before Cosmic landed the production contract 
for the computer. Once got it, was sunk. They’d never let go. 
Maybe wouldn’t want go. was going move, had 
without further delay. 

needed story for Sally told her Snod was treating shame- 
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fully. building incompetence case, Sal. won’t give 
decent job. He’s out convince Labor Relations can’t trusted 
with assignment and the next thing out ear.” 

Sally put down the kid’s jacket she was sewing button on. 

“Gene,” she said, “I’ve been watching you.” 

“You have?” 

“Yes, have. And let tell you something. state. 
Why don’t you just and quit?” 

Her cool manner staggered me. How could she have known what 
was thinking? The suggestion sounded particularly alarming 
room such the one were sitting in, the living room split level 
which had cost over twenty-two thousand. 

looked around, with new appreciation the stereo system cost- 
ing six hundred and the sectional sofa costing five hundred. 

“Why don’t and quit?” said. “Sal, you must nuts!” 

She smiled pityingly. “They say the worst thing that can happen 
man not lose his soul but lose his job. true?” 

She looked beautiful and wise hugged her. 

can always get job designing juke boxes.” wasn’t sure 
that, though.) sat down beside her, close. hadn’t done that 
long time. owe you explanation, Sal. The reason don’t want 
get like Johnson. It’s phobia with me. mustn’t get like Johnson.” 

thought you and Johnny were 

“Johnny’s given up. He’s adjusted—horrible word. He’s become 
nice. People should never nice. They should always their nasty, 
cantankerous selves. When they’re nice they’re not true. Anyhow, 
nice people get ground up.” took her hand. need your help, Sal. 
Help not like Johnson.” 


Next morning got knowing exactly what was going do. 
The minute got work sat down and wrote resignation, 
long hand. put envelope marked SNODGRASS, 
PRIVATE. Then went down the aisle, past row after row en- 
gineers and technicians all with jobs do, and dropped the envelope 
into Snod’s “In” box. The resignation was stiff and formal and un- 
compromising old-fashioned ultimatum, purposely. left 
mousehole. meant it. 

was dreaming about carefree week with Sally when word came 
that Dr. Don Merriweather Space Technology Labs was coming and 
everybody should spruce and look smart. Dr. Merriweather ques- 
tions you about anything, the buck sheet said, give him straightforward 
answers. lie. doubt, refer him your supervisor. 
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ten minutes the news had reached the farthest corners the 
plant. And why not? Space Technology Labs close the Air 
Force private contractor can get. They’re technical advisor the 
Air Force ballistic missiles. Finally, Merriweather knows more 
about rocketry than even Von Braun. 

got Auntie, went the joyous cry. The only person 
Cosmic who wasn’t happy was me. really had the contract was 
done for. I’d waited too long. felt sick the stomach. 

“Don’t get too hilarious,” growled, amidst the general rejoicing. 
“The contract isn’t sure thing.” But knew better. Men distin- 
guished Merriweather don’t fly three thousand miles just for the 
ride. was coming talk about our computer. 

Johnny came running from the lab, ostensibly ask tech- 
nical question, but really find out what knew about the contract. 

“Well,” said, “do don’t we?” 

“How should know? How come you don’t know? the 
project engineer now, aren’t you?” 

“You look unconcerned, must say.” 

“Why should concerned? The only thing that worries 
whether Snodgrass will read resignation and act it.” 

doubt thought hopeless argue. back. They 
always come back. They always run back Mother Cosmic’s warm 
bosom.” 

For the rest the afternoon sat around, waiting. four-thirty 
given hope and had begun cleaning off desk, thinking with 
odd sort relief that nothing could happen until the following 
day. the dot four thirty-five, however, Snod summoned me, 
with that upward-jerking movement his head which means “You!” 
very irritating mannerism his. 

After delaying long possible went down the aisle Snod’s 
office, past draftsmen rolling their vellum drawings, past typists 
folding away their machines, fearing what Snod had say me. 
Whatever was, was bound bad. man leaves job with- 
out emotional upset. And was going argue about keeping me, 

stopped the threshold, looking rather agitated. 
kept you? Come in. want you meet Dr. Merriweather.” 

know Dr. Merriweather,” said, thus keenly disappointing 
Snod, who had probably imagined the introduction was something 
cherish for lifetime. Don was sitting the table next the win- 
dow overlooking the parking lot and didn’t look bit older than 
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had the last time seen him ten years ago, when was doing job 
for him Navy ordnance. still had his crew cut and still 
looked uncommonly handsome. 

waved me. “Just the man need,” said. 

envelope, noticed unhappily, was lying unopened Snod’s 
box. couldn’t have wanted talk about resignation. 

“Come in,” Snod urged. “Shut the door.” Taking elbow 
propelled inside, slamming the door behind me. 

“Nice see you, Gene,” Don said, rising. “It’s been long while, 
hasn’t it?” 

The next thing knew was stalking across the plastic tile floor, 
hand out, trying look wise and bright and sincere Don. 

Don liked the results the computer test. The Air Force liked them 
too, said. wouldn’t far say Cosmic would get the pro- 
duction contract, but, just among the three us, could report Cos- 
mic was definitely the running. all sat still and solemn, thinking 
about the ninety-million-dollar contract Cosmic almost had. 

“Dr. Merriweather has question,” Snodgrass said. 

Don spread the functional diagram and pointed out compon- 
“Oh, that,” said, before could object. admit it’s not the 
best thing. But its parameters are just what require there. 
can always use something else.” 

seemed satisfied. “Just one more point,” said, without look- 
ing anyone particular. leaned back, narrowing his eyes and 
stretching his long arms over his head and clasping the yellow pencil 
with two hands. saw the knuckles tighten; was waiting for the 
pencil snap from the pressure. presume Gene’s available for 
project 

Snod jumped though been given hot foot. “Of course, Dr. 
ily hard, thought. Perhaps was trying knock the breath out 

felt goofy grin spread over face, the kind smirk man 
puts when knows he’s got himself predicament should 
have had the brains avoid. Without even asking, they were taking 
for granted was in, and was letting them. The longer kept 
mouth shut, the deeper would sink. The only way avoid entangle- 
ment murder politely withdraw the minute it’s broached. 
People take acquiescence for agreement. Instead running away, 
was sitting. Sitting, and gazing out the parking lot Cosmic Elec- 
tronics. Sitting, when should have been running for dear life. 
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squirmed, and not only from the hardness the chair. Unless 
opened mouth, was done for. had say something, 
anything, which would drum out defense. 

Noises gurgled throat. “Yes,” heard the words come out, 
“it’s great piece machinery. Absolutely tremendous.” They 
stopped what they were doing, sensing tone something which 
belied words. “But history’s ultimate objective? look 
another way. The trouble with missiles-—and anti-missiles—is that 
the stuff has with exterminating people. got ourselves 
bind where the only exit annihilation. the millions. You can’t 
that people. You can’t annihilate them. You can push people 
around, manipulate them, torture them, beat them, lie them, deprive 
them their rights, jail them, and starve them. But the one thing you 
can’t exterminate them. They’re too good for that. mean, they’re 
not vermin, you see.” 

The silence was like the wait before death sentence. Don was 
making little doodles the corner the blueprint. Snod had turned 
grayish white. doubt was envisioning ninety-million-dollar 
contract flying right across the Long Island plains into the waiting 
arms Sperry Republic. couldn’t expect much sympathy, 
seemed. 

The door rattled. light, delicate rattle. Zephyr-like, you might 
say. rap-tap-tapping door. Thank God, thought, it’s fairy. 
good fairy come deliver me, before they throw into the 
dungeon. 

threw open the door, only come face face with Johnson, 
bowed with cares. The door had been answered quicker than 
thought would and hadn’t had time square his shoulders. 
looked old and bent and decrepit. look horrible. Instead 
good fairy come undo the evil spell which held thrall, 
looked more like ogre ready devour me. 

didn’t have say word. knew had troubles. 

“Excuse for interrupting, Mr. Snodgrass,” said. could 
have murdered him. Why crawl had something say? 

“Make quickie,” Snod said. looked he’d abandoned all 
hope for the future Cosmic. 

“Excuse me,” Johnny said, again. didn’t know you were con- 
ference. come back later,” added, glancing toward Merri- 
weather. “Or could just speak Gene moment, outside .?” 

what wants, for the love Snod said. 

stepped into the enormous room. The place was empty and very 
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quiet. Desks cleared papers. Files locked up. telephones ringing. 
typewriters clattering. Nobody waving papers, nobody shouting. 

“The computer’s crapped out,” Johnny whispered. sounded 
though somebody important dear him had just died. 

His anxiety left cold. “So what you want do? I’m off 
the job, remember? You’re the project engineer.” 

want you come down and look it.” 

“No, Johnny.” 

the only one who knows the beast, Gene. you don’t come 
now, only have buzz Snodgrass the morning, after Merri- 
weather’s gone, and put you back it, anyhow.” 

“You conniving bastard,” said. “No, told you I’m 
resigning from this crummy outfit. It’s the belly hell. The house 
the dead.” 

Johnny didn’t move. Obviously wasn’t taking for answer. 
“God damn it,” said, “this ridiculous. Ask Wells Fasbender 
Sammy Swallow.” 

“They don’t know like you do.” 

“Tell Snodgrass that. Maybe he’ll offer another raise.” 

put hand the doorknob. Then occurred there was 
little reason back in. couldn’t imagine Snodgrass wanting 
see for about six months, ever. I’d made mess. wounded 
Snodgrass, embarrassed Don Merriweather, and maybe ruined the 
company’s chances. I’d made exhibition myself. Now was 
hurting Johnson. Even granting the truth what I’d said, coming 
from had sounded like lie. 

“T’ve got headache,” said. “I’m going home.” 

“That won’t any good. only have come back tomor- 
row.” 

“It’s late. I’m tired. feel terrible.” 

“So feel worse than you do.” 

“The hell you do. Nobody feels worse than do.” 

stood there the empty room, head down, surrounded the 
concrete data daily life. The late afternoon sun was shining 
hotly through the windows, the same always did. was shining 
brass fire extinguisher clamped column near desk and 
where the sunlight hit the metal the piece seemed luminous, blazing 
like gold. passed the same fire extinguisher thousand times, 
probably, without ever noticing it, without observing anything more 
holy than the boring details engineering department. Suddenly 
the thing reminded captured bird, its valve like predatory 
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beak, screaming defiance, its hose like plumage, its brassy, cylindrical 
body sleek and burnished, alive with power. Nailed the column, 
was struggling free, break into flight. 

“Johnny,” said, get peculiar sensation everything different. 
The room seems different. Don’t you feel it?” 

“No, don’t. For it’s always the same, only worse.” looked 
though still expected help him. “Gene,” said, “the 
beast hurt. It’s hurt bad. It’s calling for you.” 

“Let call for me. Let hurt.” Yet really liked the machine. 
was cool and reasonable. was self-sufficient, integrated unit. 
was certain itself, somehow, invulnerable. 

What was ailing the damn thing? Probably the memory circuits. 
maybe those crummy transistors Purchasing had bought, against 
advice. 

squeezed Johnny’s arm, rather hard, hoping would feel some- 
thing what was feeling. “Johnny, want make myself clear, 
once and for all. machine, regardless how intricate ingen- 
ious, can save us. Make obeisance the machine. will devour 
you. Only imagination and generosity and virtue and newness can 
save us. Without these doesn’t matter the computer gets fixed 
not ever runs again.” 

Afraid the game was up, ran after me, pulling sleeve like 
terror-stricken child imploring his parent not leave him alone 
the dark. “You!” cried. “You’re damn full righteousness. 
The world full evil and you’re too good for it. Well, listen, 
dry bones! There’s ark shelter you. saved with the rest 
us—or damned.” 

While was talking I’d been observing the whitish patches 
whiskers where his razor had missed, and the spittle which kept 
foaming the corner his mouth. couldn’t even shave properly 
anymore. lost control himself. was horrible and dis- 
tasteful. 

never seen misery until saw him. put arm around 
his shoulders and went downstairs, quietly, down the steps the 
lab, where our salvation lay sick and pain. 
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Dream Governors. Louis Simpson. Wesleyan University Press. 


$1.65. 
The Self-Made Man. Reed Whittemore. Macmillan. $1.25. 
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liam Stafford, Kenneth Hanson, Gale, Ernest Moll, Robert 
Krieger, John Bellamy, Frederick Staver, Theodore Holmes, Melvin 
LaFollette. Oregon State College. $2.50. 


These are lively books, but the “poems” are not always poetry. Some 
are forms, and very good forms, with pertinent things said within them. 
Oftentimes the form itself, and the manner, wholly appropriate the 
subject, Hayden Carruth’s “Mondrian.” 


Begin with any object. Where 
The meanings intersect form 


Appears, which apprehend the fair 
foul and thus lines move and colors blend 


make the world. storm 
Intense enough can end 


The composition, thereby ending fact 
But can perfect calmness. Meaning lies 


formal motion. Hence the eyes 
Move patiently the abstract. 
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Well, that’s very good. One might well say, let’s thankful for what 
is. try see what the poet and how well does it, 
can both, and with satisfaction. But what would like ask here 
more. This intensified and formalized speech, but not intenese enough. 

This comes too close good idea good form good prose. Prose 
may well both more powerful and persuasive than poetry now, and 
even the source poetry least, prose speech is. prose speech 
when what the speaker saying seems really matter the speaker. 

That’s the trouble. The urgency, the feeling what really matters, 
what want. may even that the cool abstractions Mondrian 
are the right pictorial commentary upon age. The abstract expres- 
sionists art think so, and their limited ways they may right. They 
have surely been useful. There may even Mondrian complex 
poetry. One can run through these books and find with ease. 

This, course, unfair unless take such statements guides and 
suggestions only, not final judgments. And one can look Carruth’s 
see the form and nature the language arising beautifully 
from the subject. such lyric forms his “Cappadocian Song,” 


What shall poor girl 

Now men are gone 

dreamt the long night through 
But cannot morning. 


The barley stalk breaks the field, 
The little mice play the road. 


And concluding 


Does hunger fill 

Dust fills the meadow. 

were born the end time 
the moon’s shadow. 


The barley stalk breaks the field, 
The little mice play the road. 


That’s fine. But it’s it’s commentary upon situation it’s even, 
stretch the figure, Mondrian. What really matters the sense inten- 
sity conveyed, condition immediacy. True, this may achieved 
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prose, but when part the stylistic excellence form, everything 
begins singing. And that’s poetry. 

All these poets know that because they achieve it. Perhaps one 
ungrateful ask them achieve more often. But Barbara Howes 
does good part the time, and James Wright only little less so, and 
Louis Simpson has wonderful poems along with some which are way 
way below his best level, particularly when begins banging the iambic 
pentameter line like something wound and unstoppable. Hyam Plut- 
zik trying loosen that Barbara Howes too resourceful 
get caught with her ultimate refuge and Reed Whittemore throws 
out more various line with enormous skill and almost unfailing wit. 
Hayden Carruth moves out from basic line various ways, too. fact, 
wonder some experience editor poetry magazine would 
not teach one weary (if not also wary) the iambic pentameter 
line. 

Still, English speech and normal breath controls extol that line. Eng- 
lish prose, Melville brilliantly demonstrates Billy Budd, where 
has thousands fine iambic pentameter lines existing units the 
prose, naturaily embraces it. are caught with the old rule again, 
and the poems these books everywhere prove it, that not the form 
itself but the energy and imagination itself that matters. Wright can 


They pause quiver the wind alive 
Like some secure felicity phrase. 


might quote his Prayer Sickness” 


You hear the long roll the plunging ground. 
The whistle stones, the quail’s cry the grass. 
stammer like bird, rasp like stone, 

mutter, with gray hands upon face. 

The earth blurs, beyond me, into dark. 

Spinning such bewildered sleep, need 

know you, whirring above me, when wake, 
Come down. Come down. lie afraid. 

have lain alien self long, 

How can understand love’s angry tongue 


Two poets use that line longer dramatic and narrative poems: 
Simpson “The Runner,” and Plutzik “The Shepherd.” This last 
from longer poem, the jacket says, which the section forth- 
coming major work, titled Horatio. From what Plutzik presents here 
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asking for troubles. Horatio, now old man after defending the 
memory Hamlet, telling the story. The trouble this: tells 
what know, with such additions the Hamlet-Oedipus abumbra- 
tions played Olivier. well told, with fine passages, but 
should pay more attention Eliot’s dictum borrowing material. It’s 
fine you make new the process. 

Simpson’s long poem fares better. has the fine advantage pre- 
senting sequence dangerous war adventures, immediately appre- 
hended from the viewpoint the runner. uneven, but good part 
the time awfully good. What succeeds doing making poetry 
into narrative, story. 

Something dramatic happens when this happens, and rather think 
that many modern poets are now pursuit this something. That 
pursuit long overdue. Whole areas dramatic and narrative poetry 
have been neglected too long favor the short and tight lyric, the 
elegant reflective poem the manner Stevens. Most the best 
poems these collections represent this prevalent manner. Let 
name some stunning examples: Plutzik’s disquieted when see 
many hills,” “If Causality Impossible,” “The Old War,” “Beware, 
Saunterer,” “The Zero that All,” “The Last Fisherman,” and 
New Explanation.” 

with the list. have been carping, and have done because 
have come admire these poets previously and anew these books, 
and want you, dear reader, read them. They are all bargains. 

Simpson’s Dreamed that City dark Paris,” Dream 
Governors,” “The Boarder,” “An American the Thieves’ Market,” 


“The Mediterranean,” “Old Soldier,” and “Summer Storm.” Here 
“Old Soldier” 


dream battle windy night 

Has wakened him. The shadows move once more 
With rumors alarm. sees the height 

And helmet his terror the door. 


The guns reverberate livid arc 

From sky sky lightens the windowpanes 
And all his room. The clock ticks the dark 
cool wind stirs the curtains, and rains. 


lies remembering “That’s how was...” 
And smiles, and drifts into youthful sleep 
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Without acare. His life all has, 
And that given the guards keep. 


Barbara Howes? Well, half the whole book! Her volume, “In the 
Cold Country,” was distinguished one, and all the new poems added 
those this larger collection nothing change that judgment 
her ability. Since can see her her own praise another poet, 
quote “To Auden his Fiftieth Birthday.” 


Books collide— 
books ina library do: 
Marlowe Charlotte Mew, 
Sir Horace Walpole Hugh; 
The most unlikely writers stand shoulder shoulder 
One studies incongruity one grows older. 
Symbols collide— 
Signs the 
Range the celestial track, 
Pisces has now swung back 
Into the lead learn recognize 
Each fleck for what our mackerel skies. 


Ideas collide— 

words poem can 

The poet, Promethean, 

Strikes fire single line, 
Form glows the far reaches his brain 
Poets who travel will come home again. 


Feeling collides— 

Lying for years wait, 

May grope hesitate. 

Now let celebrate 
Feeling, ideas, symbols, books which can 
Meet with greatness here within one man. 


This not Miss best, but contains some the fresh concise- 
ness and force her poetry. Her “Cat Couch,” and “The 
Triumph Pride” begin indicate something her admirable range. 
James Wright: “Paul,” “An Offering for Mr. Blueheart,” “At 
Thomas Hardy’s Birthplace,” “The Cold Divinities,” Winter Day 
Ohio,” Breath Air,” “What the Earth Asked Me,” and “The 
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Refusal,” though Wright does not stop soon enough this last one, 
his most annoying fault. comments. 

That more general problem. Whittemore’s poems are almost all 
comment, but his special way makes that the nature his poetry. 
witty and intelligent man talking about the world. His opinions 
are delightful. When outrageous clever. this the way 
concludes “At the Beginning Sabbatical Year.” 


Thus, 
study, 
sit down after coffee, putting the Yankees, 
Stocks and the common cold 
the other end desk, and take pencil, 
And look map with vast Western darkness stretching 
the edge that probably spurious mapmakers’ world, 
Cuba 
Where was born and bred the shadow 
agate and onyx temples with shimmering bells— 
Cuba 
have seen men, yea and women, whose heads 
Grow beneath their shoulders. 


You see. knows what wants do, does it, and you want read 
him. He’s fun, but he’s serious poet, too, the fun, and that’s pleas- 
ure that are not wholly familiar with now. recommend “The Radio 
Under the Bed,” “Out Study Window,” “The Self-Made Man,” 
Tale Poem and Squash,” Summer Idyll,” “The Palms 
fact, have not opened his volume any page without feeling re- 
warded. addition, Whittemore has some devastating things say 
about the criticism poetry poet. 

beginning regret listings. So, for moment, let stop 
say that among many poems left out were those which were wonderful 
for while and then talked about themselves for while, the latter half 
not wonderfully. poem sort little stage, created anew each time, 
and course hard stop when you have the floor. Perhaps 
writer finally learns this. 

Now Carruth. “The Fact the Matter,” “Night the Garden,” 
“Song,” “The Buddhist Painter Prepares Paint,” “The Fat Lady,” 
“The Wanting Poet’s Dream,” “The Sound Snow,” and here 
“Canon for Two Lute.” 


a 
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Waves knit over fish, 
Combers like staves, 
And the droves below, 
Skittish savage, 
Are woven ornately 
silver and gold, 
Figures and shapes 
the wool the Lord, 
Fish the loom, 

The seine the word. 


Now minnow and shark 
Whir like the stars 
And golden thread 
Circles around us. 
pleasure, sorrow, 
The color high 
See how burn 
the sky the Lord. 
Masters, rejoice, 
The world his eye. 


What can one say Oregon Signatures this anthol- 
ogy twelve poets, all good, several distinguished. would imper- 
tinent have judgments upon them for the few poems each has the 
anthology, refrain. Except that want say that impressive 
anthology come out the state. Buy you care about poetry. But 
you care about poetry and have some vested pride Oregon, then this 
book must. 

the other six books, they all come out two attractive new 
paperback series: one from Macmillan, the other from Wesleyan Uni- 
versity Press. The six them together cost little over nine dollars! 
You can have them, then, you want them. becoming possible 
again for people limited means and good taste have poetry books 
lying around for ready use. You ought want these. And you have 
read this far you should curious about the titles. critical 
because anything good leads applaud on. are all involved. 


—JOSEPH LANGLAND 


MODERN MAN: DOES THE ARTIST 
EXPRESS MONSTER? 


New Images Man, Peter Selz. New York: The Museum Mod- 
ern Art, 1960. 160 pp., with illustrations (11 color). Distrib- 
uted Doubleday. $5.00. 


Design directions charted the Museum Modern Art today are 
almost certain trade routes tomorrow. New trends appearing 
drafting boards Detroit, Rome, Paris, London and Tokyo today 
have often been exhibited years before prototypes this New York 
gallery. The ordinary man hardly needs see, nor cares see these 
exhibitions. Products and packaging, architecture, furniture, advertis- 
ing, typography, the plans cities the plans city parks, they 
are new things man’s environment, will have encountered the influ- 
ence contemporary design concepts exercised this museum and 
its staff. 

Here institution which places top priority its educational 
mission. has been successful that contemporary prestige gallery 
couid expect maintain its position without empathetic relationship 
the M.A. Nor can the artist anticipate any recognition equal 
this museum’s awareness his existence. today’s world, the 
M.A. has taken the commanding cultural position once held the 
Grand Salon and the French Academy the nineteenth century. 

With this monopoly influence, the M.A. position 
determine what is, and what not enjoy its great art patronage. 
has made friends and enemies commensurate magnitude with its 
large scale operation. But its critics who are familiar with the plight 
the artist America will grant that the energy this museum largely 
responsible for making the nation consider the possibility that modern 
painters, sculptors, architects and designers are not inherently the fools 
and madmen the human family, that the noises they make may 
worth tuning on. For this achievement all can express thanks. 

New Images Man was the title recent exhibition painting 
and sculpture the museum; the book under review documents and 
catalogues the exhibition. can plausibly anticipate that the ideas 
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encountered here will perform pump-priming down through the 
education-communication-indoctrination tube and emerge therefrom 
with telling effect. The particular nature this effect may not pre- 
dictable, but fairly certain that the total thrust this museum’s 
vast system cannot shunted about without significant result. For five 
dollars, therefore, you can obtain likely preview our esthetic future 
worthwhile investment. 

The museum’s view set passionate preface the philoso- 
pher-theologian, Paul Tillich, and the museum’s curator painting 
and sculpture Peter Selz, whose didactic support incorporated the 
introduction. The statements these men may regarded new 
doctrine. this, rather than the work the individual artists, 
that the “new images man” are constructed. Furthermore most 
these artists are capable and well known. The directions they follow are 
well paved, and the museum professes discover their art support 
for its view contemporary man’s predicament, and signs what 
chooses identify protest. But such selection and theme, the 
artists may well caged within concept. 

Apparently Mr. Tillich believes that the dominant trends painting 
and sculpture this century characterize sort disappearing act 
man’s image. opens with early 


Where are the organic forms man’s body, the human character 
his face, the uniqueness his individual person? And finally, when 
abstract non-objective painting and sculpture, the figure disap- 
pears completely, one tempted ask, what has happened 


The question dialectical and Mr. Tillich answers with conviction 
that man’s life has lost its reality and danger losing its humanity 


There have been few periods history which catastrophic de- 
feat was more threatening than ours. One need only look the 
dehumanizing structure the totalitarian systems one half the 
world, and the dehumanizing consequences technical mass civiliza- 
tion the other half. addition, the conflict between them may lead 
the annihilation humanity. The impact this predicament pro- 
duces, the one hand, adaptation the necessities present-day 
living and indifference the question the meaning human ex- 
istence, and the other, anxiety, despair and revolt against this 
predicament. The first group resigns itself becoming things 
amongst things, giving the individual self. The second group tries 
desperately resist this danger But the reality our lives, 


¥ 
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its mirror the visual arts, the human protest arose against 
the fate become thing. The artists who are shown this exhibi- 
tion, are representatives such protest. 


This battle cry for the survivors old life classes for 
ladies’ associations for sanity art. There room here for philistine, 
reactionary pedestrian humanist. Nor can this protest take the form 
premature leaps into new classicism. The proper artists protest 
follows 


They want regain the image man their paintings and sculp- 
tures, but they are too honest turn back earlier naturalistic 
idealistic forms, and they are too conscious the limits implied 
our present situation jump ahead into so-called new classicism. 
All them show traces the battle for the human image they want 
rediscover. They resist the temptation tired relapses prema- 
ture solutions. They fight desperately over the image man, and 
producing shock and fascination the observer, they communicate 
their own concern for threatened and struggling humanity They 
dare emphasize certain elements and parts the natural figure 
and leave out others the desire express something which 
nature hides There are demonic forces every man which try 
take possession him, and the new image man shows faces 
which the state being possessed shockingly manifest. others 
the fear such possession the anxiety the thought living 
predominant, and again others there are feelings emptiness, 
meaninglessness and despair. But there are also courage, longing 
and hope, reaching out into the unknown. 


Mr. Tillich strides triumphantly toward the dawning new day, 
the next episode features the exhibition’s director Peter Selz, who em- 
ploys more reassuring tone. represents the hostilities the natural 
consequence Romantic man having had the courage challenge 
classic gods. Whatever tragic punishments afflicted man from past en- 
counters, now plain that the gods don’t have much chance against 
the Museum Modern Art. For touching flag-raising ceremony, 
the existentialist standard with its slogan “existence rather than es- 
sence” unfurled. Mr. Selz quotes his old commander victorious 


Some these artists have what Paul Tillich calls ‘the courage be,’ 
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face the situation and state the absurdity. the cry an- 
guish can bring life.’ 


The vanquished may find consolation learning that the victors come 
from noble line: 


many ways, these artists are inheritors the romantic tradition. 
The passion, the emotion, the break with both idealistic form and 
realistic matter, the trend toward the demoniac and cruel, the fan- 
tastic and imaginary—all belong the romantic movement which, 
beginning the eighteenth century, seems never have stopped. 


The twentieth century geneology man’s new images proves 
child’s play historian Selz. Indeed might child’s play child, 
for the new images are new models most the non-renaissance 
shrines whose sites have swarmed with anchorites, pilgrims, and tour- 
ists for more than half century. Mr. Selz decides put bold face 
the troublesome nuisance eclecticism 


The painters and sculptors discussed here have been open great 
many influences, have indeed sought find affirmation the art 
the past, addition the art this century—Picasso, Gonzales, 
Miro, Klee, Nolde, Soutine, have learned know primar- 
ily the arts the non-renaissance tradition: children’s art, latrine 
art, and what Dubuffet calls art brut; the sculpture the early 
Etruscans and the Late Romans, the Aztecs, and Neolithic cultures. 
When these artists look the past the early and late civiliza- 
tions which captivate them. And when they study African carving, 
they are enraptured not much its plastic quality its tactile 
values, but rather the presence totemic image. 


Freshly baptized the fonts history, the museum blesses the new 
life with these words: “They are individuals affirming their personal 
identity artists time stereotypes and standardizations which 


have affected not only life general but also many our contemporary 
art exhibitions.” 


many followers the museum will appear puzzling that what 
Mr. Tillich and Mr. Selz describe sinfully delinquent present-day 
art, matches set aesthetic motivations which the museum has been 
busy indoctrinating the art world into respecting for the past twenty 
years. Mr. Tillich clearly advocates retreat from the non-figurative. 


JACK WILKINSON 


Mr. Selz’s statement that the new images-of-man painters, “are 
longer satisfied with significant form even the boldest act artistic 
expression” plainly expresses endorsement rebellion against the 
museum’s fairest favorite recent years, namely, the abstract expres- 
sionists. these painters the boldest artistic expression has been 
dogma. 


There reason for the painters illustrating this latest project 
the museum caught the “bight the line.” Indeed most their 
statements included the text give small encouragement the critical 
direction taken the exhibition’s spokesmen. any event not 
much concerned with evaluation with inevitable contradictions 
museum policy. The museum modern art irretrievably committed 
the cult constant change. That obvious. What should equally 
obvious another and much larger paradox posed those Mr. Tillich 
calls profound observers our time.” 


This bird paradox has two wings. One flaps vigorously against 
standardization, conformity and stereotypes, terming all these ills the 
inevitable consequence “technical mass civilization.” The machine 
age has destroyed man’s humanity, individuality and free choice. But 
one man’s dragon another man’s faith. And faith has numerous 
and impassioned followers. 


The other wing flies under the title social science humanism. This 
doctrine insists upon raising the standard living backward coun- 
tries, not sending crates expressionist paintings, but shiploads 
the components steel mills, mechanical plows and transportation ma- 
chines. does nothing maintain the quaint tradition the robber 
baron Nepal. Instead, accelerates the “backward peoples” into 
the dilemma our modern predicament efficiently possible. Social 
science humanism, short, assails non-conformity and disparity with 
the technics industrialization all over the earth. 


Such the schizoid character this intellectual bird that flies our 
time. me, appears thoughtless consume the advantage tech- 
nology and then walk off protest against the consequences it. Such 
protest would logically deplore the mass inoculation polio vaccine 
much does our status symbols. appears thoughtless endorse 
richer living for all man and then assume posture outraged 
individualism when invited join, for the better life, U.N.-sponsored 
Sunbathing Society. The proper function the artist try put 
true and clear picture together. The museum, operating critic with 
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melodramatic simplifications, hardly widens the view sharpens the 
focus. 


The predicament the artist today much more sensibly summar- 
ized Virgil Thompson 


are living time cultural recession. Politics, economic or- 
ganization, and the arts war appear the move. The fine 
and applied arts, this epoch wide distribution are definitely con- 
servative. This conservatism, least music, and painting, 
based tradition modernism once radical, now completely aca- 
are suspicious, source inspiration, mere expressivity 
our unconscious lies uncomfortably close commercial motiva- 
tions and the relaxing standards. The same true for the tricky 
concept ‘sincerity.’ All the same, may well reduced seeking 
innovation through expressivity, instead expressivity through in- 
novation, and finding expressivity through sincerity 
‘good’ line ‘bad’ line, nothing clearly ‘progressive’ ‘reaction- 
are longer fighting from fixed positions, nor even 
amongst ourselves. are fighting individually against the distribu- 
tors and against the the tradition constant change 
must thrown overboard and freshness found through other pre- 
occupations.* 


—JACK WILKINSON 


“Ending the Great Tradition,” Encounter, Jan. 1959. 


ORGANIZATION MAN DISTURBED? 


Life the Crystal Palace, Alan Harrington. New York: Knopf, 
1959. 265 pp. $4.50. 


This book about life and out the big and benevolent business 
corporation. One small part consists autobiographical the 
author’s induction into the company how gets work company 
bus how spends day work—the waiting for the coffee cart, the 
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coffee break, lunch, the coffee break reminiscences his time unem- 
ployment his contributions the company’s public relations work his 
magazine article Life the Crystal Palace, his resignation from the 
job, and the moving good-bye party. big part the book taken 
collection short, quite short, stories the 
variety, mostly about people the competitive business world outside 
the Crystal Palace. These bits are usually strung lengthy series 
illustrate point, but one never quite finds out what the point is. 
third portion the author occupied with reflections miscellaneous 
economic, social, psychological and moral aspects corporate business. 
appears that vent his ideas about these aspects his main concern. 
There are questions efficiency, aging before and after retirement, and 
what calls social justice; the tyranny “maniacs” business 
outside the Crystal Palace, and the success “administrators” within 
psychological testing, team work, the appraisal system and bureauc- 
racy, and beliefs, rituals, and Public Relations the Crystal Palace, 
the head office the corporation where the author was employed for 
some four years. 

The author approaches many these problems dishing line 
stories which people has met heard about have been affected 
such problem. These are things that happen people who are not 
associated with the Crystal Palace. What happens looks usually pretty 
bad. Then says flatly that this not the way things are done the 
Crystal Palace. But does not show how the same things are done 
his Company matter contrast what going the mad, 
competitive world outside. have look for clues elsewhere, and 
find that what has say here different level presentation, 
and therefore not quite comparable. His stories about the bad world 
outside are told from the point view the observer who longer 
part that world, with degree detachment. The inside story that 
the company problem which the author much involved. His main 
complaint about the outside world that cruel, unjust, and plagued 
with tyranny and mania. His main complaint about the benevolent 
world the Crystal Palace that inefficient, and inefficient 
because too soft, too not like the world 
outside. 

this point one tempted ask: What the problem, why did 
quit his job, and why did write the book? There are the passages 
about the deadening effect that the security and benevolence the 
Palace has upon individuality and guts. But measured the amount 
space given it, the misery the maniacs’ world far outweighs the 
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disadvantages the Palace world. The quite unmistakable net balance 
favor the latter becomes more pronounced when you find that 
always speaks kindly Palace matters, and harshly that part the 
business world which has not had the benefits the “private socialism” 
that practiced the Company. Indeed, feels bad about being criti- 
cal the employers’ system. But there also his experience with the 
suggestion box. put suggestions for the improvement efficiency 
the administrative system into the box, suggestions the kind and 
scope that naive, aspiring junior executives make. These suggestions 
were not entertained, and there some indication that this might have 
led him quit. somewhat disappointing find that apparently 
not much revolting against the complacency the system, but 
that disgruntled because underling, because does 
not exercise the power which would enable him improve efficiency 
introducing bit competitive spirit, bit harsh treatment the 
aging “road block” executive, bit intuitive gaging applicants in- 
stead mechanical measurement, and all this while still reaping the 
benefits Crystal Palace security. would like see something 
court jester, who really disrupt the system,” but who “would 

Being somehow affected the Protestant ethic competition and 
rationality, would like see more scope for individual achievement, 
and also more strictly utilitarian approaches efficiency. remark- 
ably naive about relationships power which are without doubt 
present within the Crystal Palace without. bothered about the 
fact that the “administrators” receive higher pay for apparently doing 
nothing. What does not talk about the effective, even though inter- 
mediate, power which these men exercise. observes with astonish- 
ment the “admiration,” calls it, the office inhabitants toward 
the people the top who appear nothing but useless angels capable 
only delivering speeches that he, the able craftsman copy writing, 
must produce. shares the delusion many subordinates that 
the people who the work who really determine things. 

Among his “enduring truths” are not only those expressed, such 
the gem girl should have bed with men she doesn’t know,” 
but also those implied statements like “To perform, you must take 
chances,” some muscle into our soft ways,” “That young man 
ought ashamed who wants “security—right now,” and 
many others. his longing for such values early capitalism does 
not realize that this ideology hard work and individual achievement 
was primarily effective means getting and maintaining stable 
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work force, and that the shift appeals toward security and the good 
life will the same job under changed conditions maintain the con- 
trol the few over the many. deplores hoax the beliefs with 
which people justify their life the business world. never tells 
what the “genuine philosophical goals” are that missing among his 
fellows. And never reaches that skepticism that would question his 
own “reference points,” his holy trinity “justice, human dignity, and 
efficiency.” One cannot know how ever came make this unlikely 
combination, but one should not surprised find man under such 
self-imposed cross-pressures take the desperate step quit his job (and 
was ever sad) and write book. classifies himself “in- 
complete does not seem that much rebel, and the “incom- 
plete” refers perhaps some vague awareness that does not really 
know what rebel against. 

Hardly any the specific problems that occupy him much receive 
treatment adequate enough justify their inclusion the book. The 
ritual footnoting two interconnected journal articles does not give 
any more weight misunderstood association between measurement 
behavior and willful deception. did not need bother with find- 
ing existing articles; fictitious references would have done admirably. 
(His repeated suggestions how management could save money are 
quite funny book this kind. Any industrial engineer cost ac- 
countant can better than that.) his interesting critique beliefs 
and professional ethics misses the point touching unnecessarily 
upon epistomological problems for which only few are equipped, and 
ends unhappily with the assertion that “the [public relations] trade 
respected today, and should remain so.” With its commonplace meta- 
phors, its lack imagination, its boring repetition bitty stories, and 
with the shapelessness its form, this book not piece art. With 
its spurious arguments, its naivete, and with its lack detachment, 
not analysis social critique. spite all its seriousness, 
not even funny. the words the author: “When you have talked 
with mouthful pebbles the easiest thing the world pretend 
that you haven’t said anything. And, fact, you 


—MARTIN MEISSNER 
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from SUSAN SMITH 


FOR LITANY UNCERTAINTY 


Through skylights the rafters the trees 
dialed and calendared the clockwork sun 
that the discs the dichondra leaves 
Can graph the movements the lawn. 


Should prophetic instrument contrive 

Such graphs that for the sons god declare 
equal constancy, will derive 
From them our consolation, despair? 


fields starlight accidentally sown 
The sun more sure than grass rise 
Good lord deliver sweet surprise! 


APPETITION 


Something has said “stand these old hills 
And cured their appetite burn. Their clay 
Flickers its final flame. The ocean fills 

Their death wounds with the fluid decay. 


Over the tidal scab the pelicans, 

Skimming the ferment the glacial churn, 

Stream with purpose towards the bloodshot glance 
setting hill. saw child turn 


His unfocused vision each pouch 

Lanterned against the dark. And did dare, 

newcomer before their ancient crouch, 

Challenge the hills with what conjured there? 
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$1.75 
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WARREN PRICE 
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